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This paſsion out of yourimpoſtum' d heart -- 
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The Honeſt Laer. 


dure, I am compoſd moſt of the nimblerelements: 
But little water in me, farre lefſe earth, ſome aire, 
To keepe me humid, mutable, and render, 

And apt for conuolution : but their mixture 
Is ſcarce diſcernible, th ate ſo diſpers d. 
For my predominant — is all fire, 
Pure, radiant, ſubtle fire. 

Vaſt. I haue oft ſeene a couple of light heeles 
Carry a ſober head : a womans tongue 
— lectures of ciuilitie; her face 
A printed booke, each dimple a ſweet line, 

That doth to good the Readers eye incline, 
Neuer till now a body forc'd to doe, 
What the poore mind loaths to conſent vato, 
She danceth weeping, laughes and ſighes in paine. 
So I haue ſeene (me thinkes ) Sun-ſhine in raine, 
Mam. Enough, Ilong to imploy her. Couſin, heres the mony. 
She's mine, Whats your name? . 

Vatt. Florence, Mm. Florence, I like the name well. 
Its a good lucky name to make a whore on, Voul ſtay with me, 
Florence. 

wife. Till you are wearyof me. Ile but take leaue of my brother, 
and follow you. Exit CMarmaid, 

Daft. What with me? Hie. Am I not worthy of onekifle? 

" Vaſt. There now be gone, 

Wife, Be gone? Death could not ſpeake a word more fatall. 

Yet one more ſo now farewell... 
Vniuſt--ynkind-- my woe-diuining heart. 
By this we firſt embrac d, by this we part. Exit Wife, 

Vall. Tama villaine, but ſhe makes me weepe, 

Why doe Ithinke ſhe's falſe? I never ſaw t. 

Tut, all bels ring that rune. It is too true. 

I told her that this fiſtie pound ſhould carry me to the warres; 
But I haue a battle to fight ere I goe, 

Old Gripe that has the morgage of my lands, 

Lies ficke of the Goure, and ſeldome ſtirres abroad. 

Some of that race Ile kill, orleaue my owne life 


In pawne I would haue done't, I ha'chakenged 
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The Honeſt Lampen. 
Beniamin Gripe the ſonne, whom the world cals 
The Honeſt Lawyer, He comes, 


Enter Beniamin Gripe, 


Vare the ſonne of a villaine, 

Ben, If 1 were,I could not helpe it. 

Vaſt. Thy ſelte's a villaine, Fen, Its a tanke lie. 

Vaſt. Lie? Thou exaſpetatſt 
One mad already, that would haue hazard heauen 
To make this earth drunke with thy bloud, 

Ben. Its deate, ſo bought. Twil not tedeeme your ſoule. 
Say, with deepe ſluces, all theſe liuely ſprings, 
That runne through the ſoft channels of my veines, 
Should be exhauſt by thee, or thine by me, 
And burning malice ſhould be quencht in bloud: 
He that ſpeeds beſt, wins what he ſhould abhorre, 
And glories to be curſt a conquetor. 

Vat. Let Sophiſters alone with theſe diſtinctions. 
Our moderators are our {words : the queſtion, 
That cals vs forth, as warlike diſputants 
Beyond deciſion of the gowne-turr d peace. 
Draw then thy argument, and let's talke indeed, 
We cannot reaſon ſoundly, till we bleed. 

Ben. Let's thinke the tearmes,on which we venture bloud. 
Th ffects are waighty, let the cauſe be good, 
Vaſt. Thy fuer hath vndone me, and mine iſſue, 

The law affords no ſuccour : what temaines, 
But onely to let him bleed through thy vaines? 

Ben. How haue I wrongd thee? 

Vaſt. Aske no more, The State 
Of our ſtrife 15, thou art his Sonne, I hate, 

Ben, No helpe? let fury arbitrate the reſt, 
This paſſion muſt but center in one breſt. 
Vet let's embrace, and pardon; and euen loue 
In hate. O ſuffer not the dying blood 


To preiudice the {ad ſuruiuours good. They fight. 


Enter ( urfew the Abbot. 
(rf. What vnexpected clangor frights the peace 


Of 
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The Honeſt Lawyer. 
Of my delighted ſolitary walkes ? 


What ſonnes of miſchiefe in their fury tread 
Theſe vnfrequented pathes? - ſtay-- hold. 
My ſonnes, heate age but ſpeake; wiſedome is old. 
Vafit, Peace, Dotard. 
Curf, On my knees, which doubling age 
Hath ſcarce lett able to ſupport my corps: 
By the remaining-teares of fortie yeares 
Spent in this penitentiall order: the laſt drops, 
The drying hand of age hath left to dew 
This witherd garden: I implore--beſcech, 
Vaſt, Father, you ſpeake to rocks , or the ſurd waues. 
(rf. Then on this innocent boſome turn your ſwords, 
And eaſe a weake ſoule of her tedious portage, 
Some houre before her time. O do not ſſie me. 
Let the few drops of my ſlow - pacing blood, 
That ſtands in my cold channels,expiate yours, 
Oh let a falling trunke redeeme two plants. fight ful. 
No remedie? let me exclaime for helpe. 
(The diuell part you: ) if 1 ſhould now ha'paid for 
my charitic--well : twas this Church-coate that ſau d me. 
Exit crying helpe, 
Va#t, Oh thou haſt ſlaine me: hold thy conquering hand. 
Heauens,you are too iuſt pay-maſters. Thy ſword, 
With a fate- ſign d direction, hath cut ſhort 
My hoped fortunes in a longer breath. 
But I forgiue thee, Flie--ſtay. 


I haue two Orphans in this houre depriu'd 


Of a bad Parent. For their mother nothing. 
She has a trade to live on. O let my dying breath 
Beg this one mercie at thy bloud- ſtaind hands: 
2 them with now thine, once their owne lands. 

Ben, region my deed, and by that mercie, 1 
Depend on for my finnes; my mercy ſhall 
Raiſcyyp the children for the fathers fall. Farewell. 

Vaſt He's gone. Now vp againe. My wounds Exit Fen. 
Are ſlight, yet through their windows, heare I breath 
Out all my malice, Noble youth, I loue thee, 

B 2 How 


The Honeſt Lewyer. 
How little of thy father haſt thou in thee ! 
Now for ſome ſtrange diſguiſe, till time I find, 
To pleaſure him that was to me thus kind. Ext. 


Enter Valentine. 


Valen.\Well,I ſee there's no liuing in London, The ſoure winds 
haue conſpirde to blow all the villany of the world thither. When 
I returnd from my ſhort travell, I inquir'd, for the knot of my old 
companions, But like an old Ladie, that has much vſd painting, 
how ſuddenly ate they broken] I heardbf three or foure in Bed- 
lam. Fiue or ſixe in Bridewell. Halfe a ſcore ith Counter. 
a whole dozen at Tyburne, But Oh, numbers, numbers, vu- 
der the hands ot Barber-Surgions. Some turnd Squires to a Bro- 
thell. Others walxe New-gate lane. Some cheating in Ordina- 
ries. Others prigging in crowes, And the reſt, either ſwomme o- 
uer ſea, or drownd vpon a hill. Well, Ido not like theſe procee- 
dings z there bee ſo many rubbes, I could now be ge in Dutch, 
bur its reer Now my villanie failes on the ſea, 
Ne trie what cheates the land has to worke on, I learn'd ſome 
ſcuruie medicins of our Surgion of the ſhip:& had no ſooner ſet vp 
my bils in Bedford here; but a Goutie cure comes halting to mec. 
Fifty pounds I muſt haue to heale him, Fiue and twentie I haue in 
pawne ; for the reſt, Ile leave it with the next Quackſaluer, that 
with more skill ſhall doe him as little good. 


Enter Gripe halting, Nice and Thirſty. 

Grip. Couſin Nice, and — man Thirſty. 

Thirit. Shall I fexcvyou ſome drinke, Sir ? 

Grip, No. Thy mind runs all oth pot. 

Thir#t, Sot had need, for you keepe mee Thirſty, ſpight o my 
teeth. 

Gripe. Coe you two to the vnder · Sheriffe; and bid him by ver- 
tue of this motgage, giue you poſſeſſion of Vaiters lands. The beg- 
gerly ſtave has broken with tpe, and Ile take the forfeit,Go quicke, 
quicke. I will not loſe an houte. 

Nie. Ile but goe to the Church for a little holy- water 

rip. Be drownd in holy- Water. 

Nie. No, but a little ſprinkled dir. We ſhall haue the better fuc- 

ceſſe in out buſineſſe. 


% 


Grip. 


YM 


The Honeſt Lawyer , 

Grip. Ipree thee good Nice, diſpatch, diſpatch. 

Thi, I, come, come maſter Nice. There's good licour ith'houſe, 
You may ſprinkle your chrote with that, Its better then holy- 
water, 

Nic. One thing Sir. I do not like going to day. Sure tis nota 
luckie time. For the firft Crow I heard this morning, cryed twice, 
This Euen, Sir,is no good number, 

Grip. Poxe o Crowes and numbers, If thou hadſt giuen her a 
peece of carrion, ſhe would ha cryed againe. Away. 

Nie. _ ſtay what if there be a Rauen about the ground? 
Shall we then take polle (hon? Oh tis an vnluckie bird. 

Grip, Why, let her croke the downfall of his houſe. 

Whats that to me? prethee good Nice make haſte. 

Nic. Nay, too much haſte will make one ſtumble: and thats 
no good ſigne. 

Grip. Now, Valentine, Haſt all things ccady? how now----a- 
gaine? 

Nic. A toy comes in my head, 

Vi len. Poxc o that head: more toyes yer? 

Ni. How if a Catte ſits on the Buttry hatch ? Thou we ſt pro- 
ceed no further, My Grandam told me that a Cat fitting on the 
hatch, was an ill ſigne. 

Grip, Mew, Beate her off, daſh out her braines, Good Vice be 
not ſo curious, 

Ni. Oh Sir, yit's good doubting the worſt. Exeunt Nice, Thur. 

Grip, Are all things ready, Valentine ? this foole troubles mee 
worſe then the gowte, 

UVal. Sir, the remedie is verie painfull. I could give a tedious 
courſe of phyſicke , worſe then any ſickneſſe. Keepe you fafting 
ſxteene dayes together, ſaue the dyet I giue you. Binde you to the 
poſt of patience euery day tenne houres z and haue one ſtill poure 
ſcaulding water on you : purge ou very heart out: ſend your 
eyes out of their holes, to ſee how your feete doc: make your 

zuttes barke worſe, then an hundred dogyes at a beare-bayting, 
Bur my medicine is ſharpe and ſhort , but paſsing ſure, Sir, there 
be foure kindes of gowre, 

Gripe, No more of kinds, There's no gowre kind to any man, 
Ithinke but to Phyſicians, Your remedy thort-ſhorr, 

B 3 Val. 
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The Honeſt Lawyer. 

Val. Sir, nothing: ſpecially of no coſt, Do y'ſce this ten-pen- 
ny naile ? 

Gripe, Yes : What of that? 

Val. This naile I muſt driue through your great toe. 

Grip. What? through the bone? Val. Yes, bone & fleſh too. 

Grip. Oh-oh-giue me my money. This medicine's worſe then 
any gowte, Oh good Valentine, your tent's too long --too long. 

Val. Then fit and tot: be rack d till, Ile be gone. 

Grip, Nay, good Valentine would not a ſixe · penny naile ſerue? 

Val, You be Phyſician, will you? If youll fit downe and be 
cur'd, ſo: if not, farewell, 

Grip, Nay, good Valentine : --euen do thy will. 

Val. Endure it manfully. It's but abrunt——ſo, (railer bom. 
Youſhall fir but a quarter of an houre, till I ha been at the Apo- 
thecanies, and then Ile looſe you, Now farewell, gowty foole, 
Thou took ſt no purge, yet haſt a moſt ſharpe ſtoole. 

Pray heauens, this kill him not. Well, let him fir, — talet away his 
And this ſhal go with me. I pray S* take your caſc.|pwrſewith bis hers 
This plot has tooke; try if forme newtnay hit. Exit Val. 

Grip. Come-come-Valentine. Oh-neuer was man ſo farre in my 
bonds, as I am in this Phyſicians, H'has nayl'd me to him. That 
cuery whore in London, were but i my caſe now, 

Why Valentine Enter Nice panting, Thirſty. 

Oh he's come. How now? are you return'd ? where's my mor- 
gage? out Villaines, where 's my morgage ? Oh my toe - oh my 
morgage, I'm yndone, 

Tha. Me thinkes you are too faſt, Sir, 

N. Plague o you and your morgage. Oh my heart - it beats 
fo, that it has broke my buttons. I would not bee ſo frighted a- 
gaine to be made your heire, puffe. 

Grip. What's the newes Thirſty ? what, what, good Thirty ? 

Thir, Let me vndoe you Maſter, x 

Grip. No, not till I heare of my morgage. What's the mat. 
ter ? oh- 

Ni. The matter? I would not ha ſuch another croſſe, for all 
the croſlcs i' your purſe. 

Grip. What ? oh-- what ? Is my morgage ſafe ? Hath the vn. 
der-Sheriffe done a miracle,and playd the honeſt man? what good 


Thirſt 'y ? Ihn 
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The Honeſt Lawyer. 
Thirſt, Nothing Sir, but a Hare croſs'd him the way ; and hee, 


poore timorous ſoule, durſt goe no further for feare of ſprights. 
Grip. Oh rogues , pernicious villains , you conſpire to couzen 
rue : get out the naile , Thirſty, Hares, and Ravens, and Diuels, 


Enter Nimm, 


Ben. Who has abus d you thus Sir? could you be ſo credulous, to 
thinke this a receyte good for the Gour? Sir, giue me leaue to helpe 
you, 

Grip. Do, good Ben. but not in this, Ber. not in this. Oh my mor- 
gage man, my morgage--run.l ſhall loſe a dayes fruits of my mor- 


gage. 
Ben. Come Sir, teſpect your health aboue your gaine. 
I would not for your wealth haue halfe your paine, los ſeth m. 


Go in Sir, get ſome broth, looke to yout wound. 
Your morgage leaue to me, lle keepe that ſound, 
Grip. Take my couſin Nice with you. Come Thirfty,helpe Tharſty, 

Ben, Now for ſome cleanly tricke to ſhift my hands (Exit. 
Of this ſame ſhallow ſuperſtitious ſoole. 

Now couzen, Iam ſure you ate not without an Erra Pater i your 
pocket. They ſay this is like to be a very ſtrange yeare, ; 

Nice. Moſt ſtrange, and full of prepoſterous, prodigious, turbu- 
lent, diſmall, fatall, ama: ing, territying--- 

Ben. Bleſſe vs, What? 

Nic. Wonders. The effects whereof wil appeare in tiſings, part- 
ly biformed, and partly circular, on mens forheads , and womens 
mountaines, 

Ben, Is there no {ad mortality to enſue ? 

Ni. Yes, my Almanacke ſpeakes of a moſt fearctull peſtilence, 
eſpecially to happen amongſt Taylors and Gold- end- men. 

Ther's a ſtatute-lace ſhall vndoe them ifayth. A Tay louts Bill ſhal 
be no more ſo deadly as the plagues, 

Ben, Sirrah Nice, I had a dreame to night, 

Nic. Paſſion o my heart! a dreame ? what ? I do not like theſe 
dreames, 

Ben, Ile tell thee what. Me thought, my troubled fancie 
Led me into a Garden proudly deckt 


Win Natures glory, and the {weeteſt floywers, 
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The Honeſt Lawyer. 


That ere my breath ſuck d vp : where the greene graſle 
Tempted my ſleepy ſpirits to ſoft repoſe, 

There came, me thought, a friend (dead now long ſince) 
And ſhooke me by the hand, and queſtion'd me 

Of many ſad cuents, whoſe conference 

So — me that I woke, Why ſtand ſt amaz'd ? 

Thou wilt not leaue me Coz. 

Nic. Yes,and you were ten Couſins, Dreame of a garden, and 

tene ruſhes, and a dead friends ſalutation ? Coufin, make your 
will, be rul'd and make your will: you cannot live, 

Ben, Wilt thou bea foole of fate? who can 
Preuent the deſtinie decreed for man? Ile on. 

Nic. So will not I. Good Cor, Ileaue you to your deſtinie. 
The next newes I heare, the Lawyer's a dead man, Dreames 
quoth a! and he will not beleeue a dreame, he's an Infidell, One 
night I dream't that I found gold at a play. Next day I came thi- 
ther, Hattet d with theſe hopes. Zlid, before the Prologue had 
done, ] had loſt my purſe. 

Cos if you ha no faith in dreames, farewell, 

I would not dreame of heauen, leſt I find hell, Exit. 
Ber, This charme has caſt him off, now to my morgage. 
O Vater, thou art dead; ” hapleſſe iſſue, 

Expos d to the bleake ayte of theſe cold times. 

I baue no meanes to expiate the wrongs, 

My crucll Father, and my ſelfe more bloudy, 

Haue done thee, but by charitie to thine, 

All the poore pieces that remaine of thee, 

So with the plaiſters of our broken good, 

We hide the wounds, firſt having ſhed the bloud. 
Within there Hoh. Enter Robert, and Anne ¶ uſter. 

Reb. Thou com ſt ypon thy death, infectious iſſue of the worlds 
plague; if thy bloud ſtained foote enter theſe dores. Our parents 
are from home, Till their returne, Ile keepe poſſeſsion. Or loſe 
it with my life. 

Ben, Incenſed Youth, 

Thou fight ſtgainſt power with a ſword of ſtraw : 

As —— with the diuell, as with the Law. 

Anne, Me thinks, Sir, there ſhould dwell ſome pittie in your 
Oh 


looke. 


XUM 


The Honeſt Lewyer. 

Oh, caſt an eye of mercie on the woes, 
Of two moſt wretched Orphans; doubly loſt, 
Firſt in their Parents muſeries : but, oh ! moſt 
In their vatimely deaths; for we doubt ſore, 
We neuer ſhall behold their faces more, 

Ben, My griefe requites you both, 
No matter, had it ſo pleas d the high powers, 
If that my Father had excuſed yours, 

Au. Good Sir, forget your ſtrength; and do not triumph ouet 
the proſtrate fortunes of two wretches, 
Expos'd to vnteſiſted ryrannie; 
Behold a Mayden begging on her knee-- 

Bey, Riſe : that's heauens due, Theſe armes now thee intwine, 
That wiſh for euer, to be called thine : 
A ſtrange new influence runs through my affections, 
Into my — heart; and there inthron d, 
Commands my lower faculties to loue 
This poore Ae Virgin. I am flam d 
Wich pittie and affection whether more! 
Vet let my ſenſes ſome coole reaſon gather: 
What, loue the daughter, and haue laine the father ? 
(1 muſt: heauen knowes I muſt). See, my lov d friends: 
My comming to you is for other ends. 
My Father ſent me toinuade your lands. 
A while ſtand free redeemed with my hands. 
There's money to relieue you: that — you ſhall haue more. 
Deſpaite not: heauen will not forſake the poore, 

Rob. Right noble ſonne of ſo profeſt a foe, 
Heauen be as kinde to you, as you t our woe. 

Ber. burſt, if I containe my paſsion. Faireſt Virgin, 
If thou dar ſt credite me, I loue thee, 

Reb. Hold. Hete take your kindnes back: Though we are poore, 
My ſiſter was not bred to be a whore, 
Forbeare to touch her. | 

Ben, Fond Youth, thy rage is vaine. 
Th'art young: — errout doth thy vertue ſtaine. 
Iloue her as a wife. 


Anne. Oh doe not mock me. 
C How 
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How can Ithinke, you to ſuch fortunes borne, 
Will looke vpon a Mayd, ſo poore, forlorne? 

Ben. Alas! that pouerty ſhould vertue ſmother. 
Not in iny breſt. No, Ile ſtillhoneſt be: 
Vertue in rags are gold s all one to me. 
Cenſure me both, as you ſhall finde me true, 
Ile be your father, and yout brother too. 


Enter old Gripe brought in a chaire, by Nice and Thirſty, 


Grjp. So, let me downe, till I haue ſeene my new morgage, 
How now ſon Beniamin, ha you taken poſſeſsion 7 
Ben. Of chat you cannot diſpoſſeſſe me, Sit. | 
Grip, No knaue? what wilt thou take my lands before Im dead? 
Y ou are a braue ſon indeed, But this is the world, If the father be 
oore, the ſonne would be ridde of him, to ſaue charges. If rich, he 
muſt haue his lands ere his bones be cold, 
Thi. They may be cold, for they ha been rotten theſe dozen 
yeeres. 
Nic. I am very hungry. Thur. 1 am very thirſty. 
Ni. But dare not cate, becauſe I was dream d to night of chow 
king. 
5 Now brother Wate, vndone. We 
The damned father will peruert the ſon, 
Rob. Gowt,droplic,lamenefle,rotten legges can haſten 
T'vndoe the poote. Vſurers that fit 
Bound to their chaires with charms, & cannot mque 
But by their porters, can to ill beſtirte them. 
He needs make haſte, that is at hell before them. 
Grip, Ha ? for 3. Moneths ? 
Ben. Indeed Sir, by that power you put me in, 
In charity to theit miterable ſtate, 
Orphan d of Parents, and of meanes to live, 
I gaue them 3. moneths profite of the lands. 

Grip, Out Villaine, Charitie's a begger , as thou wut be. 3. mo- 
neths three weekes, 3. dayes, 3. houres had been more charity, 
then euer I ſhew'd , or will ſhew to ſuch beggers. Come Nice, 
Thirſty, liſt me: Ile take poſſeſsion my ſelfe. 


Bey, I hope Sir, you l not nulliſie my deed, Exit 15. | 
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Grip. Deed mee nodeedes : Ile nullific thee from being mine 
heire. Come, helpe me I ſay, 

Nic. Indeed Sir, I dare not lift you againſt the poore, 

Grip. Where's my man Thirfty ? 

Nic. He's gone in to drinke Sir. 

Grip. Oh he's a good knaue : be has gat poſſeſsion ot h houſe. 

Thr, Of nothing maſter but the Buttry, I. 

Grip. As lame as Jam, Ile in my ſelfe. 

Reb. Sit (till you lethargie : y had better drop 

Ben, Containe your ſelfe, young friend. He is my father, 
Letnot the warme neſt of my loue to you, 
Hatch vp encouragement to my fathers wrongs, 

Rob. You are my ſterne Sir, at your pleaſure guide 
This tempeſt- beaten veſſell. 

Bex. Good Sir confirme 
This worke of pietie, which 1 preſum'd, 
On faith of your good nature to affoord. | | 

Grip. Sirrah, your good nature will bring you to th Ameſ- 
houſe, Thou ſhalt not inherit a doyt of mine. And for you two 
Kitlins, Ile make you mew ith Iayle, and there be any law in Eng- 
land, So this — fit hath got me the vſe of my legges againe. 
Oh excellent Surgion ; would thou wert here againe, for the other 
25+ pounds, | 

Ben. Strange! that ſame Quack-ſaluer has done him good, a- 
gainſt his will, How fare you Sir? 

Grip. The worſe for thee Baſtard, 'Th'baſt too much chatitie in 
thee to be the ſonne of old Gripe, 

Ann. Deare brother, yeeld poſſeſſion : wee I begge rather, 
Then this our worthy friend ſhould lofe his father. 

Rob, Sir, be not ſo incens d: reſume your ſonne 
Into your former loue, and Iteſigne 
All right, that his free promiſe hath made mine. | 

Grip, Come then, Nee, Thiity, Oh braue Surgion, I can goe. 
Olrbraue morgage I can enter. Exit. 

Nic. M. Beniamm, a ſober word in private, If this wench want 
harbour, I care por if I giue her a nights lodging. 

Ben. I haue inuited her with her brother to ſypper this night. 


Will you 
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N. Oh its Fry-day, and I know you haue fleſh, 

Ben, Thou wouldſt take her any night. Is ſhe not fleſh? 

Nic. Sweet Couſin, I would not eate her, If you pleaſe to com. 
mend me to her: let me ſee, for what I leave that to you, Exit, 

Ben, Goe in, let me alone. This petulant foole 
Shall be my ſcaffold to ere my plots, 
Come, friends, vnlode your ſorrowes on my heatt. 

Griefes weight is eas d, when each one beares his part. 


AR. Secund. 


Enter 4 | Abet. 
Curf. T Hus am I ſtolne out from the Couent. Abbot, 


Ly there, thou happy warranted caſe 
Of any Villaine. Th'haſt been my ſtawking-horſe, ; 
Now theſe ten months, So long tis ſince the Abbat” 
Wenron a ſolemne pilgrimage and left , 
My brother, a good honeſt Fryer, his friend 
Deputed for him, But my brother ſcarce 
Warme in his new viee-honour, walking out 
To viſite me one morning, at my houſe 
Fell dead of an impoſtume ſuddenly. 
Lbury d him in — but from s bloud 
Am purer then the Cryſtall. Studying now, 
How to turne ſorrow into policie, 
I haue aſſum d his ſhape, Who can deny, 
But that a Dunce may riſe to Dignitie? 
Blind Ignorance doth not alwaies ſtrut in Sattin, 
It often walkes a Cletgy pace inblacke, 
And deales the holy Rites with as bold hands, 
As if ic graſp d laue thunder: and did iudge it 
Enoughto ſtare, looke bigge,and with a brow 
More rugged then is Radamanths, denounce 
Terrors againſt ill deeds : the whiles their oe 
Are not leſſe monſtrous, but leſſe broadly ſhowne, 
Thus in my ſelfe, how eaſie t is, Iprouc, 
To — iudgements gainſt the ſins we loue. 
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As if a garment of world-couzning grace 
Were impudently good, ſer out by place, 

Well, I get nothing by this borrow'd forme, 
But countnance to my thefts, This hollow tree 
Keeps all my holineſſe: Lie there Abbot, till 
My worke 1s done, then doe thou hide my ill, 

Enter V alentine gallant, 
Maſſe heres comes one already. 

Valent. Now haue I, like a Paraſite, couerd my backe with 
braines. Out of my vſurers Gowrie toe, I haue ſpun a faite ſuite. 7 
would faine heare, whether the diuell be dead or no. Vet I need not 
be ſo inquiſitiue, ſor I'm ſure he has giu me nothing in swill. Now 
am I in queſt of ſome yaulting houſe. I would faine ſpend theſe 
crownes,as I got them, in cony- catching. I ha the game in ſent, & 
will follow it with full cry. 

Cf. Stand ---Giue the word, 

Val. Word? what word/am I beleaguerd? 

Curf. Few words arc beſt among friends. Emptie your pockets, 
and you may vault the lighter, Quicke, 

Val. Thart an honeſt tcllow,a very honeſt fellow. In good faith 
Ihad no great need of monyʒbut fince thou haſt brought me ſome, 
Ile not refule it. 

u Troth, Iba but a little. 

Val. Faith not I. we'll even draw cuts who ſhall ha both. 

Curf. Agreed Shall we breathe? fight. 

Val, Good fortune grant, you be able to pay me for this paines. 
In ſadnes, / deſerue double fees, 

Curf. Ile make you plead harder, ere you ſit downe to tell your 
money. 

Val, Looke that your caſe be good, / ſhall picke a hole in t elſe, 

Cu,. Well, let the law paſſe. 

Val. Not altogether fo : leſt we be both hange.— fight. 
Stand your ground. Z lid, I cannot abide theſe running Cockes. 

Curf. I haue ſeene « runner winne the battell,----Shall wee 
draw ſtakes? 

Val, Ha? a match. Throw by weapons. and lets embrace. 
C Im villaine, but I feare your clutch worſe then a Seriants 

Val. As Im true theefe,thou maiſt truſt me, Ha firrah! 

C 3 Robin 
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Robin Hood, and the Pindar of Wakefield had not a ſtiffer bout. 
Shall we cling}, like a couple of Eeles, not to bee diſſolu d but by 


Thunder? 
(rf. Moſt liberally, Let's ſet vp ſhop together. 


Enter Vaſter diſquiſd, 


Dal. Done: & to begin our trade,behold a cuſtomer. Stand cloſe. 
Vaſt. This ruflet-ſhape of a plaine- dealing yeoman 
Spirits wy hopes with boldnefle. Sharpe ſuſpition 
Like to a winking lIuſticer ſhall ſee me, 
And yet not ſee me. Thus with griefe- ſWolne eyes, 
Ile match my wife, and childrens miſeries. 
This fiftie pound Ile husband like a Badger; 
Buy and ſell Barley: and ſo eaſily wind 
Into the preſent paſſages of Bedford. 
. How good a ſchoolemaſter is Pouertie 
I could not live on hundreds, that came in , 
By annuall rents; now I begin to thriue 
Onthe ſmall fragments, Thus like Prodi gals 
That once did ſcorne the meate, now glad of pottage. 
The mannor — trie to liue oth' cottage, 
Bedford, ha for you. 
Curf. Stand. Giue the word, 
Vaſt. The word, y are a theefe, 
Val. You might ha ſhat twice, and not hit it tighter. 
Daſt. What do you ſhoot at? 
(rf. Oh Sir, like your Ieſuite, all at the purſe, 
Val. Will you caſt out the diuell, and ſaue's a coniuring, 
Vaſt. Are you ſo cunning at the blacke Art? lle trie your skill. 
What, beth at once? that's no faire play. 
(rf. Faire play is for Fencers. Yet thou ſeemſt a good fellow. 
Thou ſhalt haue it. Stand aſide, partner. 
Dad. Saiſt thou me ſo, boy? then there's mony, win t and wear t. 
Fight. 
Val. New could I get in and rob them both Herewles ! Hee 
laies about him like Orlando Fwurieſs , or a coward turnd deſperate, 
Braue boy yfaich, Wee might ha'robd two and twenty Tatfata- 
clok'd rorers, befoxe this freeſe · iacket. Ob, your ſurly Bore is like 
a 
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a bloudy d Maſtiffe: when your ſpruce Pantaloun bawles like a 


whelpe in a Tauerne: yet at the ſight of cold yron runs, as if he had 
ſcene a Serieant. 

Curf. Hold, hold: Keepe your caſh, 

Dat. The mony s good mony Sir, it it be not too heauy for you 

Curf. Nay, for the weight I could make ſhift, but for the ſcuruy 
conditions goe with it, 

UVaſt, Hau you any gall to Sir? 

Val. Not not ſo much as pigeon, Put vp thy caſh my braue quin- 
teſſence of Hobbniols. Giue me thy hand. How many thouſand 
cudgels haſt thou broken i thy daies about a May-pole? 

Curf. I warrant, as many as would make all Bedford chimnies 
{ſmoke a whole winter. 

UVaft. leſt on. Ha you any more to lay to me. 

Curf. Nothing my braue Clem o th ( laugh, but I would thou 
wouldſt deale with vs. Say, ſhall wee put all our ſtockes together, 
and ſet out a ſhip of our owne? 

UVaſt. Ha? firſt tell me truly what you are, 

Curf. Agreed, Let's fit downe to counſell. I am the Abbot of 
Newnham. 

Vaſt. How? much? 

(arf.lle not bate you an Ace ont, till the old Abbot returnes 
from Pilgrimage. My chamber ſhall be our Randeuous. The 
diuell himſelfe in the ſhape of a blurting Conſtable wifnot looke 
for vs there. | 

Val. Tam a ſouldiour, and in this vacation time am forc'd to 
dolike Lawyers; when ſuites do not make them,they make ſuites: 
becauſe the warres will not maintaine me, I maintaine the warres. 
I ſet vp my Bils in Bedford here, for a Phyſician , aud dealt with 
Gripetor the Gowt, I haue a proiect to {well our pugſes till they 
burſt, Will you ſecond me? 

Vaſt. As inſeparably, as a condition does an obligation, 

Val. 1 haue often heard the gripulous Dotatd talke of Fairies: 
and how rich the houſe proues that they baunr.I haue ripened the 
bliſter of his imagination to the full, Shall we launce it? I haue keys 
that ſhall ſecure out conueyance. Is't a match? 

. Vaſt. The ſafeſt ſtratagem we could deviſe, 


By craft, more then by ſttength, all thetues do rite, 2 
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Of many politicke knaues you cannot ſpie one, 
The Foxe will haue his prey before the Lion. 
Val. Two or three nights we le ſcatter. ſome ſmall peeces of ſil- 
ner, till opportunitie plumpe our proiect. 
Curf. I rake it tightly. Oh tis quicke and ſharpe. 
So with a Gudgeon loſt, we'll catch a Carpe, A bootie, 


Enter Griffur, Sager, Bromley, 


Griff. As I was ſaying, Maſter Bromley, why ſhould you take th' 
aduantage of your neighbour Sager here? M haue got the reuer- 
ſion of his Leaſe.Ther's is but one life to come int. Wee are all 
mortall. It may come ere you looke fort. I loue peace, I loue peace. 

Brom. 1 ſay, that life is forfeit: and Ile enter on all. The law is on 
my ſide. Ile not be bound to th peace. 

_ Nay Sir, Ile bind no man: but if I could perſwade you 
to be fleeced both, ſol might be kept warme in your wooll Ho 
ſay you neighbour Sager? 

Sag. Alas Sit, Ido but defend my owne, 

Nay could be wel-contented to fit downe 
With ſome (though vaiuſt)lofle.I iudge it beſt, 
Though with ſome preiudice to buy my reſt, 

Griff. Therein you wrong your ſelfe: the law is impartial, like a 
Bell, as ſound on one (ide, as on th'other , if the clapper be right. 
Maſter Bromley a word---What will you iudge me worthy of, If I 
perſwade him to relinquiſh his right? You know your caſe---, 

Brom. Here's twenty angels: worke it good Maſter Griffin, work 
it;and you ſhall be my euexlaſting Atturney. But if you faile, you 
muſt recurne, 

Gref. Piſh,neuer talke o that man M. Sager, a word--I loue 
peace, though I cannot liue by t. I reſpect my conſcience aboue my 
purſe when t has no money int. Wbat will you giue mee to 
draw Bromley to a good handſome compoſition? 

Sag. Not a pennie, till y haue done t. 

Griff. You know twill go againſt you, but I loue peace. 

Sag. (Incuer knew'tin any of your Tribe, 

Th'euent be what it will, Ile giue no bribe.) 
Sir,as I like — end God and my cauſe, 
Are coate of ſtecle,gainſt the ſharpe fangs of lawes, 
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Grif. Shall we walke on? eur iourney's long. 

Curf. Not ſo long as you take't, Stand, good Mr, Lawyer,ſhall 
I puta caſe to you now? 

Dl. Come, vntruſſe, we haue haſt of buſineſſeꝰ 

(vr f.Quicke ſirrah, J ſhall ſerue an Execution o your throte elſe 

Grif. Indeed Gentlemẽ, I am forry that I'm not better ſtored for 
you. If you had tooke me comming from terme, I could haue ſerued 


your turnes better. 
Valen.Bind them, hamper the rogues. Serue a Habeas corpus on 


that fiers facies, 
Curf. How happy were this common wealth! how ſound ! 
If euery corrupt Lawyers fingers were thus bound, 
Vait, Sager, I know thee poore: here take thy purſe, 
Though I rob theſe, no poore man ſhall me curſe. 
Val. Tarry till Ilay the Lawyer in the midſt of his clients. 
Are your talons bound Harpy? Thou lieſt now like a Stallion new 
elt, berwixt two Mares. This is a Diſtringis,firrah, 
Farewell pettie-fogger, Secedunt fures, 
Grif, Oh neighbours, Tam vndone, vndone. 
1 Brem. Then helpe to yndoe me. Ile haue my action againſt the 
ogues. 
Fee. Stay till you catch them maſter Browley, 
Well,ſomwhat this my falling ſtate releeues: 
That honeſty ſpeeds well euen amongſt theeues 
Brom, Helpe, helpe. Good maſter Griffiz, your breath's ſtron- 
geſt , yawle, yawle, Your tongue could neuer ſtand your Clients 


in more ſtead. 
Enter V aſter: wife. 


Wife. Theard this way ſome mans diftreſſed voyce, 
Crying for helpe: ſome robbery.,Oh tis no wonder! , 
A theefe and bawdy houſe are ne re farre aſunder. 
Grif. Oh good woman helpe,helpe to vntie vs. 
Wif.I know hem all, Two knaues, one honeſt man, 
They know not me in this tranſlation, 
Come Sir, Ile looſe you firſt, helpe you the reſt, 
Do well to all, but to the good do beſt, 
Grif. Oh that I had the villaines vpon an execution now, 
D 
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Wife. Would you turne hang - man. Sirꝰ 
Grif. I faich ſ — wench, I — — the lav. 
Wife, Oh pitie them: neceſſitie has no law. 
Perhaps want fore d themgthough it was not good. 
What Horſeleaches are they, that full,ſucke blood 
There is an Inne, enter, refreſh your ſelues. | 
Their loſſe is money. yet I mone their ſtate, 
Who pities me moſt, moſt vnfortunate! 
Robd of a busbands loue, now of himſelfe, 
How farre is this beyond all loſſe of pelfe! 
He ſold me hither; may that ſinfull price 
Of my deepe ſorrow neuer preiudice 
His happineſſe, what climate ever holds him. 
Be bleſt, ſweet husband; let my ruine buy 
Thy wiſhd content,though I forſaken die, 

This witch has tyr d me with her cuſtomers, 
Whom I haue all ſent home with betterd minds. 
Againſt her vicious will, I force her ſtriue 
By vertue rather, then by luſt to thtive, 

I — I am expected. . Exit, 
Cu. The lackes be now vncag'd,and flutterd hence. 
Vaſt. (The woman, that releaſd then, 1 ſhould know, 
She frees them from this bondage to a worſe, 
There is no thecfe, like whore, to picke the purſe, ) 
Val. Shall we not ſhift grqund? 
Curf. By no meanes. A theefes ſafeſt refidence is in the ſame plat 
he did the robberie. There, of all places, the Cuckoldly hue will ne- 
uer crie after him, 
Vt. When ſhall we ſhare the booties, and be proud, 
How liberally our diuiſion mounts ? 
Curf. The daies worke done, wel caſt vp the accounts, 
Val. Where's the pettie · foggers Portmanteau? Carf, Here, 
Val. Lay't there. So, you ſhall ſee me catch a fat Pickerell, with 
this Gudgeon preſently, Stand cloſe, 
Enter old Gripe, Nice, Thirty, 
Nic. Vncle, vncle, I had a certaine ſcuruy dreame to night. 
rip. Dreame? what of dreames? good couſin be not ſo nice. 
44 Idreamt-—- Grip. Be hang d. 
Ne. 
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Ni. Beyouhang'd, Vncle. 
Thirft. Behang d both, except I may haue ſome drinke, 
Nic. Me thought I found a great deale of money. 
Gripe. 1 would we had it, couſin, without dreaming, 
Thirſt, Whoop maſter-- no part of my finding, takes vp the 
Grip, No matter for a you : all's mine. Portmanitcan 
Nic. Nay, alls mine for dreaming. 
Thirſt. Nay, alls mine for finding: and Ile keep't. 
Val. Sofc,firrah : it lies there for a wager. 
Nic, What wager, Sir? 
Val. Marry,that who cuer finds it, ſhall looſe all the money in 
urſe. 
Nic. Ile not meddle withit. 
Grip. Ile ha novart in . 
Val. Iudgen. ent, Gcutiemen: ha they not loſt the wager? 
Curf. Vaſt. Loſt loſizas ſure as Vircginnticzno ſooner laid then loſt, 
Val. Come then to pay to pay, (Sure this is Gre. my Bedfard- 
Gowrie-V!urer. Plague o your ſults what Carpenter ler hem vp- 
right? not my wimbſe, I tope. 
Nie. Oh I am ſpoyld. ſpoyld; this tis to dreame of finding mo- 
ney-- | knew,what tu ould come to. 
Thirft, Saue your labour, good maſter Theefe : for my breeches 
are ith' faſhion, a great deale of pocket, but no lining. 
Vaft. This is the rocke that ſplit me, Oh good fate! 
That thou hadſt now abhut thee halfe my = 
Is t ſinne to rob the Theefe? by viurious courſe, 
He once robd me, now I rob him by force, 
No difference but this, twWixt him and me. 
I ha' not ſuch protection, as had he. 
Grip. Oh I am a poore man a verie poote man. 
Vaſt. Thou art indeed; wealth without vſe doth free 
No ſoule from the bleake ſtornies of pouertie. 
Who cannot natures requeſts ſatisfie 
Our of his wealth, his cofter's rich, not he. 
Val. Be they all bound to the good forberance? 
Vaſt. Thus farte quits my revenge. The Vſuret lies, 
As faſt in mine, as I am in his tyes. 
Now let me kill him. No, bloud ſhall not die 
D 2 My 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 
My other ſinnes in purple. Lye there. Loe 
That the wiſe lawe would ſerue all yſurers ſo. 
How few in thy bonds didſt thou ere vntie? 
Now bound thy ſelfe, ſo without mercy he. 
f Come, let's tetire to our _ < Secedunt. 
Nic. Vncle, vncle. I would this all were but a dreame too. 
Grip, Oh coz, I am damnd, damnd,my mony's gone. 
Elſto mortgage is loſt, Wallow tome, Nice. 
Nic. Oh vncle, its — 24 tumbling, ſnakes i the graſſe. 
rip. Wallow to me, Thirff 
Thirſt, Maſter, Im ſo drie, I cannot ſtirre my feet. 
Grip. Helpe, — | 


Emer Iker, wife, 


Wife, More robberies yet? tis ſtrange, how villaias ſwarme! 
Miſchiefes hold cloſe wi e each other warme, 
Three ranke corruptions make their neere abode, 
An Abby, Bawd'houſe, and a Theeuiſh rode, 
Where be theſe men diſtreſſed?-. how? my Vſurer? 
Shall I vnbind him, that hath bound my husband 
In mercileſſe ferters? Yes, Im bidden, ſtill 
With good deeds to requite my enemies ill. 
Come, diuell, Ile vnloſe thee, 
Grip, Oh how I'm croſt! 
My mony, and my morgage,all all loft, 
Nie. Maſſe, a pte ty wench-- If ſhe lay thus bound before mee, 
1 would not looſe her, but vpon ſome conditions, 
Wife. VVill you go in Sit, and refreſh your ſelfe? 
Grip. Ie follow thee, ſweete — Would I could cope 
This morgage,though my other be paſt hope, 
Thirſt, Doe they brew wine here? Exenns 
Vaſt. Sec how this woman ſtill me quits, and croſſes. 
Irob and binde, and ſhe teleeues their loſſes, 
Why doth ſhe thus? Its but a tricke of hers: 
By charitic to draw in cuſtomers. 
I am now patient, but more Cuckold ſtill. 


Ihelpe her to ſupply, gainſt my one will, 
(fe. 


x6 


The Honeſt Lawyer, 
( Shall wo retire tomy chamber,and ſhare? 


Enter Feniamin, 


Val, Tarry. Here comes another Iack-daw : let s plucke hir. 
and take his feathers with vs ſtand. 

Ren, Thou dutſt not ſay ſo, were we on iuſt tearmes. 

Valen, You ſhould bee ſome Lawyer, you ſtand ſo on your 
termes 
Faith, we muſt change profeſſions with you, you muſt giue 's our 
fees. 

Ken, Voule earne then firft ? 

Val. Braue Sir, ſo do not Lawyers alwayes, 
Bur when you t payd your ſelfe , — — our due. 

Vaft, Hold, Gentlemen, this is my friend, 

Caf. Thine, goble Valens? thou ſhalt begge hisranſome then, 

Uaſt, Hee ſtands ſecure, Haſte to your chamber. There lle 

meet you pteſently, and chen wee l ſhare. Exenmi, 

Ben, Are thy ends good in thus giuen libertie? 
Or doſt it here alone to mutdet me 

Uaſt, Not with my ſword, but with a tale (hall wound thy a- 
mazed heart come, let 's hr downe, 

Ben, What tale ? good friend, be plaine and ſhort. 
Woe to a heart, by expectation centuples the ſmart. 

Vaſt. I haue commendations to you from one aſter : 
For by 's deſcription — ſhould be the man. 


Ben, Liues V aiter then? $ 
Vaſt. Las Sir, you know he's dead. 
And by your bloudy hand was murdered. Ben, By me? 


Vaſt. Is not your name Sir Bentamun Gripe ! 
Ben, What then? 

Vaſt. You kill d him, Sir. Poore man he dy d 
With penitence to heaven, to you remiſ$ion, 
Sayd, that you did it like a man, prouok'd 
By his intempetate tage. Fate gaue that I 
Keeping his walke , came to cloſe vp his eye. 

Ru. Heauen pardon me. What ſayd the dying Yaſter ? 
D 3 Vaſt 


* 


The ag Lanyer. 
Vaſt. He charg d me ſet ke you out, and gaue me gold, 
To bury him in tecrer ; leſt his death 
Should hazard yours, and chazjn'd my ſilent breath. 
Ben, His loue giues fire to my greene pile of ſottowes. 
May his bones teſt in e: in griefe I liue; 
Leſſe he and heauen do my blacke fault ſotgiue. 
Vaſler. He hach forghuen you, only this he begges, 
That to4he ſcatier d pieces of himſelſe, 
Left to ſuruiue his miſeties vncomplete, 
His Widow and his Orphans, you would yeeld 
Some pittie for your owne, heauens, and his ſake : z 
And teach that hand, (from which he hop'd ſome goed ) 
To ſuccour theirs, thattooke away his blood, 
He bad me tell you, now all meancs were gone, 
Toexpiate that ſinne, ſaue only one: * 
To hold whole vp, that on the worlds ſea ſwWimme: 
Since he had i em vn lone, you vndone him. 


That you, would be to them. ab he ſhould be 1; 
This he bequeath'd you as a Legacie, To 
Ben, lle be a iuſt Executor of his will. 


Good ſticad, great than kes: my purſe th haſt ſpar d to cea z 
But what is worſe, haſt robb'd me of my peace. 
Uaſter, th'art dead : rt thy zxransformed ſoule, 
Could from tho battlemencs _ high Tower, 
Bchold the vo d endeuouts of my heart, 
To ſatisfie thy will and my buge debt, 
In thee, to thine, thou wouldft my merit ſet 
Mongſt thy beſt friends: yet narrow are my bounds; 
To giue them plaiſters, that firſt gaue them wounds. 
Vaſt. Farewell Sir, trhinke on Yaſter. Exit. 
Ben. Friend adieu. Toaſter and my vowe I will be true. 
How thicke the ſharpe pulſe;of my conſcience beate: 
How ſtrangely my diſtracted Phantſie throars ! 
Oh vnappeaſed murder, that ſtill keepes 
The ſeuſitiue committet from faſt ſlecpes: 
And murmurs in the cares a fatall knel 
Of reſtlefſe thoughts on carth,of wot ſe in hell, 
How d cepe thou ſtrik'ſt me with a ſilent blow 


The Honeſt Lame. 
Be patient heart. to thy fate humbly bow. 
Fetch him againe I cannot; on his ſo ne 
Is too too mortall. Why then hurl'd I done 
My ſinking ſpirits ? Lee me ſſye to ru. 2 17 
And burgen cares with wine, to małe them hanke. [evi 
The worlds rule is Who feels the lode of couſelence let him drink. 
But oh importunate griefe ! too hard it is, 
To countetſet a falſe and forged bliſſe 
Vet once Ile force a tryall; 1have here an lune 
I heare and wonder, is turn d houſe of ſinne. 
lla ſee, if the looſe ſptaw les, with their ſharpe wit, 
Can giue my mind a medicine for this fir, 
Whores I abhorre, as Gardiners Iayes: no matter; 
Once for experiment, Ne heate them chatter. 


Enter V atters Wife, 


Prevention! I thinke here 's one of the journey-women come, to 
proffer me her ſcruice. Black proſtituton chat any ſuch face ſhould 
cuer waite vpon thee, Sifter, what forke you? 
Wife, What is hard to find: 
An honeſt man, ot els my eyes are blinde. 
Hen, Fut, if 1 fay I'm one, I then fall ſhort, 
Of the occafion I intend for ſport, 
I'm ſuch a foole in this Priapm-rode. 
Mee thinks, ſweet · heatt, your honeft-man ſhould bee one, that 
ſhould pleaſe your appetite, ſtirte your veines, tickle your bloud, 
and make you laugh delight into your panting ſpleene. 
Wife, An honeſt diuell. 
Th are friends to hell, that rempt weake ſoules to euill. 
Ben, Come, let me kifle thee ſo: this was with caſe 
Words are ayry ſhades, th are deeds that pleaſe. 
Wife, Sir, do not thinke to enter my chaſte fort, 
Encourag'd by this parle. You preſume «= 
Ber. Not to vnlocke thy treafures with ſuch keyes. 
Gold only can ſurpriſe ſuch holds as theſe, 
And I haue that will doo it. 
Wife. Then vie it well. | 
How $ wealth abus d, when it conducts to hell! 


Sir, 


The Hereſt Lanyer. 
Sir, will ſet no price on your defires, 
Ban. Ile be the franker Pay-maſter, 
Wife, You muſt : Then pay me for my vertue: ſo Ile rake it. 
What ſtarues luſt, is well bought z not what it feedes, 
Tis follies dregges, with coyne to buy ill deedes. 
Ver. Come, come; why ſhould you be ſo quaint, and nice, 
That know what belongs to t? Ds Virgin 
At thitteene, or perhaps a little vnder, 
Could not with whulingnay's he ſo peruerſe, 
In her beworded Mayden-head. . I nnuſt. 
Ben, Thou doſt not rightly of my merits deeme. 
I would not know you ſuch, as you now ſeeme. 
Ben. The golden footed law, that goes or runs, 
Staies, and turnes backe, as we give motion to it, 
Shall ſtep the paſe, which thou would ſt haue it. Nay, 
Speake as thy tongue inſtructs it, I will change 
Thy pouerty to gold, rich robes, a Coach, 
And prauncing Courfers, that ſhall whirle thee through 
The popular ſtreetsʒ and when thou ſitſt in pride, 
The tamed law ſhall lacquay by thy fide. 
Wife, Theſe are ſome incitations to a heart 
Tainted with malice, or that thinkes a heauen 
In glorious oſtentation; or would ftand 
Affected with the bane of prunientluft, | 
I'm of another temper, Pray you leaue me. 4 
Ben, Thou ſhalt Nettar drinke : 
Make ebrious waſte of the ſweet Gnoſſian wines; 
Feſants ſhall be courſe dyet : refin'd marow, 
Small pounded nuts, and — Amlm, 
Scrap d peatle and date-ſtones {prinkled on cach ſlice, 
And ſtre d with ſugar, like white froſt on yce- 
Grant me but loue, Ile raine a ſhowre of Gold 
Into thy lappe, out- ſhining /ove, when he 
Wrapt in his —— Dana. 
wife, Thy language does — me. Oh my ſtarres ! 
Ben, O let not teares ſpoile ſuch a beauty, Tell mee ; Why ſpill 
water like a Crockodile , to captiue mee; that might haue 


— wich mirth, nimblet then ayre? Gf 
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The Hive Lahe; N 


wife. Sir, Thave nd dtffre ?: oo doen fr 


tak luſt, but pit tte: 
eee 
Ben. My erat LN e = ha — — be po 0 


Wife, Le truſt you Sir, I am « Wretchi 
The widow or the wile Tknow not Whether, Nan been or 


dead er, on lud 


Her H Tine otelis dels tie £9409 — 
The warres haue ended his iatfottubatè #ayes. 11 0: b 
Nay, let not griefe oppteſſe thy ſpirits. Oh, | , co 
Ihaue kill d che wife and husband with one blow. | 210173 0 
Lift vp thy ſowning eyes ward 
Wife. Oh ler dye” "Richer ſhort deirh Ns ogy af. 
4s Revivethy Helrt: aber yet lots in e: 
Tam his ſonne, that hath chy husbands lands. TELING 
n And can] lookefor mitrcy at your hands ? 06 Mw) f 
- Bow) Nere ſue cis carreft; all my ſtate i thing; / > 20 „ & df 
Wife, You cumot With theſt ente ine, 7 2c" 


Ber, I do not: hen I taint ——— ee | 
Wich motions of blacke luſt; pronounce me Vilaing? ve t . 5 ! } 
Tell'me;'who brought you to this Brorbe!! - Inne SLES, 

Wife, He, to whom heauen (I ft) hath Fr .=“ 

My Vaſter ſold me hither, TN ci * 


Thus to telieue his ſtate, when all was Hont, | | 
Ben. But couldſt theu lie infeleſſeinthis age? 
Wife, Thaue, and will.. 16G 710 1 
Ben. Will? This gad, lange fulpiciog et ic 
Wife, — that without _— 


Of her that bought me, / would nor depart. 


Enter Mar-ma 
Sce where th Inchantteſſe comes, 


M.rm, Now n, you muſt be gadding. Cry youercie, 
Land-lord: if you'Thaue! any (pore, walke-im, — io, You ſhall 
take out your rent here, Land- ord, She thall be yout own Vacas' ; 
tion and Terme too, Land- lord, 

Ber, So, you — ſuule littoun . 


Vou _ buy beauty and do ſell t _ 


\ 1 A , 


And | 


The H. a \ wy 
And live by th occupation. Heare ie | Loi? don 


boo 


e- 


One more ſuch purshaſo will 9 
Euter Gripe. 
, dee Oltics, whor's yove kinfroman7 | 
Am. Yonder * ralkiog wie my Land-lord, your Wor- 
ſhips ſonne 
Gripe, Son Brolin © yes fab, 918 you ſo doſe. Exit Aer, 
with a wench ? Comothichet + ſhe s whore, Take hend og. 
If ſhe ways eu being ben hom; G hal keep my houſe· 
Faith, I grow old, and can Dong lines 
Oh ſuch : Wench nnd bs ads | 10110 
perſwade her Hr. - | on ill 4 e Dit Gries 
Ben, Haden halt Bis- Sf; uc, 0. 
The pleaſed fates conſent t usa τ thee. 1 
My fathers houſe ſhall ſheliex ghee 9 3 
Pleaſe the old thaw wth words but bold Fun ith: | 
If my plot takes, as I can hope no leſſe, 5 


This luſt of his tall ch good fee Welle. | Ty <1 5 
Ad. Bonns 


Enter Robert V after, and Anne, 


Rob. 2 tet to my ſoxrowes, and au ſelld. * 
| They fay, fociety in woes doth lighten 
Ourpreſſures ; but I finde the contrary. 
My woes are heauier by thy compayie y 
" griefe foruky for thy dilttefſt, dolles mine owns, 
I ou be farre leſſe wreeked, if . 


XUM 


Tr henyery\ 

Am. Swyne breathes, frnce Ve mu, hoch ſusber, rhhake N f 
BL wo F 1 1 ef] th 
Griefe has leſſe power to worke ofraaracbirartsy g 
WherenwwaielHonesconmaedto board their pars, 7 0] 

Rob. Jaftlean woughtzhy macher. hat chy fre 
Should ſtoope to ſervice to telieue thy ſtat ee: | 
We are not try d. but in our miferif, 1 | | : 2 5 
He is a cunning Coach · man that can turne 
Well in a narrow roome, To manage ple 
In a right forme, commendsthe — 

Hees bleſt, that to be rich camiuo conſeùt 

With honefſtic, or reſt p>ore with conteut. 

I wonder;Hameaniiadoch noxyiitus, » ' / 00. 

We faint for ſancout, aud unuſt ſainuing dye. ning 


| Enter Bromley, | dead, 
See, here comes hm, ace qut ſachets dtewatd: Fute, hee 
ſupport vs, Siſter, ey his kindneſſo t thy ſpeech is more pitherical, 
Brom, Theeucs, Lawyers, Rogues, Harlots, and Inne-Rerpers, 
are mens purgations., Griſſ has cheated mee : tooke twenty an- 
gels from me 3 theeues tooke hem from him. He promis d to draw 
Sager to compound; now the day gone againſt me. 
Oh I could wiſh my nailes turn d V tallons, 
That I might teare their fleſh in mammocks, raiſe 
My lofſes om their carcaſes turn d Mummy. 
Ann. Good Sir, a word — 
Brom. Now Kit lin what would you haue? | 
Ann, Sir, remember we are the miſerable children of loſt C 
fer; whom once you ſcru'd, | 
Brom, What's that tome? 
Amr, 1 hope, Sir, you can ſpate ſome vont to vs diſtreſſed. 
Brom, This is plainebegging. Minion, fall co worke, 
And carne ſupply to wants with diligent labour. 
For Vaſter: fake I will dot yrge the Statute. 
Rob. The Statute, /adas ? w ate no Beggers, though 
We try d thy courteße. Curſed be thy fate, 
Thou from dat father gott ſi thy whole eſtate. 
N E 2 23 vet 
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Temes ener 

ↄMeaceꝭ aut % N 

If thou ſtay ſt miſcreant 110? tun — 11,0700 
Brow, Boy, Ilg-makieiyou for t >410Ww 01197107 415! 00 
Rob. Dothy rr wenn — 9 n= 

to thy conſcienot; eee W 

And turne thy derogated mae ©: 55 


On foggy blaſting of eternall. ame. 110 2 D 

tu 0162 22013 t= jt 'T 71 
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Iogratitude is $0983 enden. n, eee eee 
Extortion and a fiend is hithet com TW 

Grip. I'm going to lee my morgage Qt; iJ 


Ann. Good Sir, ſhew mercyonigwomrieched Orphans, 20 71 
Grip. Out beggers, mareie nat rb | 
Tm going to let my oromids, Fhauc'hoddakuro fer mer). 
Rob, Goe thou accurſcd Cam in miſetie, 
When thou begg ſt mercy, be't as fatte from thee, 
. Sir; ue undede dur patent: . pines, 2227! 52 
_ Iaanmt ſte de ente yo, hade buſineſſes; ' .: Exiqr: | 
Heardibe as ttafd tonlice, When thy foule breath, 
Shallbogge fo — roſpito arthy violent death. 


1974 ol; 


co Mae Emer Mira. | 
This fellow — willfucecourvs:, 

Nic. June, Iuly; eAugait, September the firſ day 

Ann. Sir, raiſe our proftrate fortunes with tome hepe 2 
Some little helpe, you know vs, 

Nc. Ves, yes, I remember I haue ſeene you, Lets ſee— 
The fountench day - badi. muſt do no deed of chatitie to day; 
I haue preſident for it. t is loſt, 

Reb. Nou Iremember, when I went to ſchoole, 

Iread of one #eſpapon a bod Emperour, 


8 # 


That told his Courtitrs Bader out ſlipt him, 
Whercin he did not good, that day was loſt, 

The next he would redeem't with double coft. 

Ill colour'd hone, bow-fhamiefultdoſt thou looke, 
In them that plead th wartent fromaheis booke! 


Nic, Fourteenth der. A TH eine forgotreas On heres yy 
ning from the ſtarres. Though 


The Hane Lundjer, 
Though I do little good ere J am rotten, 
Like citizens, I would not ha t forgotten. 
Vet let me ſtudy on t: though a man may not giue, he 
May buy, I hope without danger. Faire ſiſter, 
What ſhall I giue you for your maiden- head? 
Rob. Thus much: a broken head. | 
Ni. Oh--Oh--Forgiuve me, good Calender--I perceive now, thy 
counſel's true. Its an euil day indeed: l ſhould neither haue bought 
nor {old on t. * E xi, 
Arb. Hence,skie-conſulting Gypfic:nien commit 
Sinnes darke as night, and blame the ſtarres for it. 


Euter Sager, 
Another paſſenger--Oh this is Sager. 
His wife was once a ſeruant to our mother. 
Alas, when theſe built from our ruinous woe 
Relcevevsnor,whar ſhould this poore man doe. 
Sag. Ilong to heare from London; how my ſuite 
Ends, or depeuds: it loſt, I m loſt with ir, . 
Who would truſt any barres this tottring world 
Can plot to fortifie our wheeling ſtares! 
When the ſtrong dores of Juſtice may be broke, 
Or lifted from the hinges by the force 
Of politike engines: or the ſafeſt locke 
Be pickt with a falſe key. 
An. Sit, dwels there any mercie in your heart? 
Sag. Yes: or of mercy, I muſt hope no part. 
I know yon, and your wants. My wife was once your Parents 
ſeruant. 4 
An, True, but that time is paſt, 
And in her ſeruice now I would be plact. 
Sag. That were too lauiſh yeelding to your woe. 
I am but poore, troubles haue made me fo, 
Yet of that ſmall life-blood, which my drencht tate 
Has left it by the Lawes ſharpe ſurgerie, 
Embrace a portion, as your needs require; 


Emer Renianin, + 
And I may giue,Here comes you enemies Sonne. 
il 3 


The Hensh Lawyer. " 
Der. I haue bene ſceking all you three with new. 
Good pewes ; friend Sager, the day's yours. 
Sag. It's ; eg I — the better meanes to ſuccour theſe, 
Ben, Y ou haue prevented my requeſt: I purpos d | 
To beg that kindnefle of you, Robin 1 — 
Intreat you to accept my ſeruice, but 
I meane the name of it : fot in deed lle vſe thee 
As my moſt equall aad teſpected friend. 
Nas, in thine armes I throw and locke my ſelfe; 
My fortunes be all thine:the key's thy lou: 
Let this kiſſe be the ſeale. Ye ſacted power 
Make indiſſoluble this knot of outs. 
Now, maſter Sager, giue her that reſpeQ, 
You would my wife: all charges are my debt. 
Robin, you know the houſeʒ conduct your lifter thichetʒ that done, 
— letters to the widdow Sorrow; (that's her borrowed 
name) ſhelies at my fathers, 
Rob. With iuſt hands. 
I'm prouder of thy loue, then of thy lands. 
Ann. Oh pute quinteſſence of thy profeſſion. 
How many haſt thou robd, thus to make vp 
Thy perfect godneſſel as if wiſer nature 
Had made an extract of ten thouſand Lawyers, 
And thriſe refin'd it with immortall fires: 
Then ſet it like a ſanctiſied Lampe 
On th Altar of thy ſoule; to giue exemplar light, 
In the dull darkeneſſe of this ſinne-borne night. veunt. 
Ben. Bromieys gtowne mad with rage: Im iealous of hiſn. Vou 
know the hopes of your poſtetitie dwell on your preſent fortunes: 
all which burne with the ſhort Taper of your ſingular life, 
Say he ſhould quench it, 
Sag. How Sir? murder mae? 
Ben, I cannotcllyit's but my ielaouſie. 
Tis not amiſſe, to keepe preuentions eye 
Open and wary. Inſtruments of death 
Stand ready preſt to a malicious arme. 
And policie, like a cunning Ieſuite, | 
Watches behind whe Artas fora call. þ 


YI 
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Ke. What gr is lulpition your 
. of his le, Enuies fome, 
That ſurges from the poyſon d auatice 
Of his ſwolne heart : his brok en reſolutions, 
Wherein his traitor-tongue c au ſcarce ſotbeate 
The proteſtation, Giue me leaue to feare, 
Sag. What will you counſell me? 
Ben, That muſt be Rudy d. Thus 
Liſten-— We'll trie what miſcheefes he can war pe: 
With woodden waſters learne toplay at ſharpe, Exit Sager, 


Enter Gripe, Nice, Thirſty, 


Grip. Oh my backe, my backe Ber. How do you, Sis? 

Grp. Oh ſoane, ſonne, worſe then ever. The Gowt was but 2 
ſtitch to this, Oh the Collicke,the Collicke and tone, 

Tho. There be two of themmaſter, aske the widdow elſe. 

Grip. Sure it will tend my bowels out. 

Ben, Ii; iuſt: Ihe ſtone ich bladdet now ſhould make him ſmart 
That bas ſo long bene ſicke of ſtone ith heart. 

Grip. Oh that 1 knew where my old Phyſician liu d. 

| Emer Vaiter and Curfew, 

Val. Keepe on your habite. Our walke's turn d Pouls, I thinke. 

(Gf. Zlid, if our third party were here, wee would venter on 
hem all. Th'are but welſh freeze; they would ſhrinke at the ſenſe 
of yron, 

AA. Let's maſſle vp our villaines with the ſhadow 
Of ſome great conference: if a cheate be offer'd, 
We'll not refuſe : but now to compaſſe it, 
Muſt net be done by force of armes, but wit. 

Grip, Sonne Benamin, you mult ro Goldington, 
To view yong Brwfers lands: th'are offer d me 
This morne in morgage. Harke you--- 

Nic, Thirſty,come Reber. Thirft, Ha you any drivk there? 

Nic. Noz but come drinke thy ſelfe drunke with Poctrie. 

Thirſt. Faith, Poetrie now a daies will ſcarce make a man drink, 
I had as liefe be a pot as a Poetitben I ſhould ſometimes be full of 
good liquour. £ 

| * © Nic 


"The Poneft Tamyri. 
Nic. Oh, your Poet is too full of that, it makes him thred bare, 
Sirrah, I ha made a Sonnet hereto my Miſtrefſe; ſhe mere wrought 
ſuch a one on her Samplar, Lay -thine eare cloſe to my mulicall 
tongue, I ſhall rauiſh her, Wi | - Sock 

T hirft, You ſhall be hang d fort then. 

Ni, Open thine eares,like an Oyſter a ſunning 

Emen as the bird, which we Camelion call, 

deth line on aire for aye: 

So my linde he art, euer like a floche-Dous ſhall 

feede on thy lone alll day, 

Thirſt. I, and all night too. 

Nic. I, and all night too: but that night would make the verſe 
too long. Now I talke of night, let me ſee what time of day it is. I 
haue bulineſſe, mult not be rim'd away. | 
Pray y Sir, how ſpeakes your watch? One? mine lies in- 
clining to to You haue a prettie interpreter of the time there. 
Who made it. French or Dutehꝰ Vou need not doubt me, Sir, I am 
the new Parſon of Saint Peter- in Bedford. 1 

Nic. Sir, then as I may ſay, haue ioy in your new Benefice, for bel- 
ly-peece you muſt ha none. Pray lets peruſe your watch, ſee you 
wine, 

Vaſt. Fer Sir, ybaue abraue waſh there. Chill warrant the 
Kings waſh-maker made it. Beſeech you meꝝter Nice, let meſce 
maſter Par ſon waſh, Mafter Paſon will you zell your waſh, chill 
giue you good caſh for it. 

Curf. No, my honeſt friend, I will not ſell it. 

Vaſt. Will you runne with me for it? Grif. Runne? no. 

Vaſt. Cheuo re ye tunne fot᷑ t, you ſhall nere ha't elſe. Excmrrit, 


Curf. Oh my watch Nic. Oh my watch. 
Curf. Stop the theefe, ſtop the theefe. Vaſter runs away with 
Nie. Stop che Prieſt, ſtop the Prieſt. (wrfews watch : (ur- 


Thirſt, Let him go, he tuns for a wager. few withNices, ' 
Ben, How now? is my couſin Nice playing at Bace? 
1 know one of them well, by his ſad tale 
Of Yaſters death: for that Ile not purſue him. 
Grp. Son. I did reſt me, hoping to po forward. 
Bur fo increaſe my paines, I am not able. 
Surucy you Brwſters lands, and ſpecd teturne. 
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All's for your good, for I am now out-worne, 
Ben, I goe Sir Alls for me; yet whileshe liues, 
And his hydroppicke ſpirits can look e through 
His bodies loope- holes, and conuey the — 
Of his contemplate gold, his luſts ſole God, 
Through thoſe — th adwiring heart: 
Nothing comes from himy not the ſuperfluities 
Of baſers things, not being firſt imptou d. 
Iam his onely iſſue, and on me 
I thinke he meanes to ſettle all his ſtate, 
It's the onely way to give me curſt and poore, 
To build my neſt on ſuch extotted fore, 
Thoſe fathers, that diſtreſſ d mens ruines yſe, 
ce As ſcaffolds to build vp their racked wealth, 
*Proue in the cud, like citie-houſes,that 
On ſmall foundations carry ſpacious roofes: 
*When the incenſed heauens int ſts frowne, 
«Their owne top-heauy weight tumbles them downe, 
ce The fixſt or ſecond generation ſpils 
«By ryot,what by wrong the father fils, 
In this Ile be a mirror to theſe times: 
And by the hand of chatitie returne 
To cuery man, what by his couetous rape 
Their ſtates are rauiſh'd of: ſo worke my te ſt. 
Thill gotten gone, that which remaines is bleſt. Exit. 
Grip. Oh 2K hone Thirſty. Thy old maſter is but a dead 
man. I cannot piſſe man: my vrine's ſtop d. 
Thirſt, You Mould drinke, hard, maſter: all this comes with 
inching your ſelfe of your liquour, This is the reaſon , that 
Fo few Dutchmen are troubled wich the ſtone. Y our miſerable 
Churle dribbles like the piſſing Conduit: bur his jouiall ſonne 
with a ſtre ame like Ware-warter- ſpout. This is the caule , the 
Vſurer falling ficke, ſo ſeldome riſes by the ſtaffe of Phyſicke: 
for he has no water for the Phyſician to caſt. 


F Emer 


Emer Nire blowing, 


Nic. Now the Gowt,Drophe, Lethargie take poſſeſſion of 
their legs. I ha loſt my wind, and my watch, and I feare, my 
wench too. 

Thirſt, You haue watch d faite: ſure that Parſon was ſorne 
kiſhman, 

Nice. Some hangman vncaſe him. I ha bene at the Parſons, 
and he's no ſuch manner of man. 


Emer Marre-maide;Conftable with Valentine, 


Grip. What crew's this? 

Mar, Bleſſe your wotſhip : I am your Worſhips ſonnes 
Tenant. I ha brought a rogue to yourworſhip,. to be examin d. 

Grip. What fault hath has he committed? Clarke, to your 
office : take his examination. No neigbour Sleepy,are you 


Conſtable ? X | 
Thirſt. A good harmeleſſe Conſtable, a theefe may take 
him napping. , 


Marm, Ant pleaſe your worſhip , the rude Raggamuffin 
comes into my houſe, cals for drinke; and when the Tapfter * 
came with a reckoning,hebroke the pot about's head; becauſe 
he had not a cleane Apron on. 

. Val. No, beeauſe he miſreckoned me. 

Mar. Whoſe fault was it, to wipe out the ſcore? 

Dal. Not mine. Indeede I anointed the {core with butter, 
and the Tapſters owne dog lick t it out. 

Nic. Vncle, vncle, as ſure as my watch is loſt, this is maſter 
Valentine the Phytician, 

Gry. Oh Cox, that it were true, Pray Sir, let me mooue a 
queſtion. 

Val. You may command my anſwer Sir, y are a Juſtice, 

Grip. Were not you the man, that heald me o'the Gowr? 

Val. Troth Sir, I haue done ſo many cures, that I forget a 
number of my patients. Th'other day I cured a lunaticke 


er, 
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Cobler, pitiſully run out at ſoule, when bee was gi e 
the Phy ſicians. let him bloud, tooke three — wn 
hem out, into the ſhels I put his bloud , ſet them vnder a 
brood-Goole, When (he had hatcht the reſt, I gaue theſe 
three putrified egges to a Dogge:the Dogge grew madde,the 
Cobler ſober. And now my memorie runs backe, I call to 
mind one of Bedford, ſicke of the Gowr, whom I cured, 
Grip. Iam the man, my renowne d Patacelſian: thou ſhale 
have the other 25. pound. Conſtable,1 diſcharge you. Oſtice, 
Ile ſee you payd: ſet your recknoning on my core : trouble 
mie no further - leaue vs, leaue vs, Now my deepe (Exrunt,) 
diver into the ſectets of nature, I haue a — 
thee, more deſpetate then the former, 
Val. What is t Sir, that my Art cannot extend to? 
Grip, The ſtone, the ſtone: I am pittifully grip d wich the 
Rone, I ha loſt m g. 
Val. Sir, the diſcaſe is ſomewhat dangerous. 
Yet if that, your expulſiue facultie 
Retaine true force, Ile warrant to ma ke you piſſe. 
Imuſt awhile withdraw to ſtudy Sir. 
Now am I puzzled : bloud, what medicine 
Should I deuiſe to do't? It muſt be violent. 
Giue him ſome Aqua-fortis; that would ſpeed bim. 
Let's ſee. Me _ a little Gun-powder 
Should haue ſome ſtrange relation to this fir, 
I hauc ſcene Gun-powder oft drive out ſtones 
From Forts and Caſtle- Walls, huger then he 
Has any in his teynes or bladder, ſure. 
Faith, cauſe I am a ſouldier, ile make triall 
Of chat ſame blacke and vaporous Minerall, 
Ile ſhoote into his belly: if the ” hold, 
Le giue him cbarge enough: ſome Aquavitz 
Furſt brewdr would allay i well, 
lle ſweareto try it, if I doe not miſle, 
By a ſhange tricke Ile make my Vſurer piſſe. 
Sir, Ile goc in and prepare for aou. 
Grip, Doe ſo.Here, Thirfty, there be the Keys of the Burrry: 
E 2 attend 
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attend vpon him good Thrrfty : let him lacke nothing, as thou 
lou ſt me. 

Thirit, Iloue you Maſter, but here's a good key / loue 
better. Sweete inſtrument of my ioy, let me kiſſe thee, A- 
las, that thou and I ſhould be ſuch ſtraugers. Wer ha but 
one battell: now if that ſhould bee in my maſters diſeaſe, 
troubled with the ſtrangullion, and could not runne 
well, if it bee not emprie , llegiu't a ſcowring, Exit. 

Grip, Now if this rare wonder of leaches can cure mee of 
this griping, that I may haue ſome fortie or threeſcore yeares 
more to gather'm, by that time / ſhall gather enough to 
keepe meall the reſt of my life, When a man growes vp to 
ta ſixe or ſeuen ſcore, it is high time to thinke of morralitie, 
and to take ſome eaſe. These three or foure nights I ha bene 
haunted with Fairies : they dance about my bell Ade „ poppe 
in a peece of gold betweene the ſheetes, ſcatter here and 
there fragments of ſiluet, in euery corner, I keepe my cham- 
ber ſwept, cleane linnen, fire to warme them nighe, 
I was at firſt a fraide, they had beene ſpirits; now I lee, they 
are good harmeleſſe Fairies, If I can pleaſe them, I ſhall 
grow rich,rich, 


Sonne I haue ſtayd foryon, 


Euter Remmi. 


Ben, You haue done your health the more wrong, Sir, 
Grip, How doſt like my morgage ? 
Ben, It's a faire living, Sir; but I would not have you med- 
dle with it, " 
Grip, Why, my wiſe ſonne? 
Ben, Oh Sir, good deeds are ſcant, 
When we aduanrage take of poore mens want. 
Bruſter's an honeſt man; lend him ſome money without ſuch 
ſharpe ſecutitie. 
Grip. Not a doyt. If he come to me,jand conuey the morgage 
I haue it ready; els I haue no money, 
Sonne come and ſup with me. * 
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Ben, I follow, Sir. Prepoſterous tranſuerſion of our ſelues! 
Th erection of our faces ſhould inſtruct 
Our groueling thoughts t aſcend. How do men thwart 
The teaching hand of Nature , and our birth! 
Our heads cut aire, and yet our hearts plow earth: 
looke for Sager here, He's come. 


Emter Sager, 


Sg. Heer's my owne caſe and counterfeit j by this danger- 
lefle plummet, we may ſound the depth of his more cloſe and 
intricate ſtratagems. 

Ben, So w iſer maſters lay ſome eaſie baites. 

At once to tempt and trie their ſeruants truth. 
The ſubiect for quack - ſaluing Empirickes 
To exerciſe their inexperience on, 


Should not be men, but malkins. 
” Sag. Do you thinke, that he would doe me violence a- 


ſleepe ? would he not wake me to fome conference ? 
Ben, No, hee's a moſt tanke Coward; and I know, 

Dares not come neere thee, though thou wert aſlcepe, 

If he does ought, he l do t by that long Engine. 

Conceale your ſelfe awhile. How fares my name ? 

How does ſhe brooke my ſlow - pac d comming to her? 
Sag. Faith, in your conſtancie lightens all griete, 

She neuer heares you mention d, but ſhe ſtartles: 

As if your name like ſome celeſtiall fire 

Quicken d her ſlow- pac d ſpirits with new life, 

I never knew vertue and beauey meete 


In a more happy mixture, I remoue, Exit. 
Ben, ] loue her freely: ſhee's to me as th ayre. 
Her beauty is beſt and bleſt, whoſe ſoule is faire. 
The Wolſe is come. 
F 3 Emer 
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Enter Bremley with a fowling piece, 


Brom. Good euening to you Sir, 
Ben, My wiſh requite you. 
You walke to haue a ſhoot, Sit: I depart, 
I would be loth to preiudice your ſport. 
Brom. Saw you not M* Sager, Sir, of late? 
This is his walke : I would faine ſpeake with him. 
Ben, Why would you ſpeake with him ? 
Brom, Sir, for no harme. 
Ben. I do not thinke you meane it but you know, 
hee 's valiant like a Lyon: if croſſe words ſhould ftirre your 
blouds to quarrell -- Sit, take heed, Heel be tos hard for you, 
and your long weapon, This medow is his euening walke, 
Farewell to you Sir, Exit Ben, 
Brom. Good night M. Beniamar ; you need not doubt me. 
If I could meet him at th'aduantage now, 
He is the Fowle I'd ſhoot at. Mis lite done, 
The Farme is mine. Oh ye, wheſe hopes depend, 
Like lingting ſhadowes, on anothers end, 
What need you waite with patience natures leaſure, 
When ſuch an engine can ſoone work your pleaſure? 
Tarry : yonder's a man — now by his habite 
It ſhould be Sager. What ? and faſt aſleepe? 
With'd opportunity to my reuenge. 
Ie kill him ere he wakes, Stay, grant be ſhould 
In this vnbeaten medo lately act 
Some horrid ſinne, pleaſe his adulrerous luſt : 
I ſhould then with his body ſtrike his ſoule, 
And finke them both together. Reaſon no further 
Thou chiding conſcience, Sec, the Fates haue plac t 
Him fit for vengeance : enemie, ſleepe thy lait. 
Hee's Planet-ſtrucke, falne downe : now to my Farme, 
He that would tiſe, muſt thagke his wit or atme. 
Oh but my murder ! piſh, who euer ſtood Exit, 
In fortunes height, without ſome touch of blood? 
Emter 
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Enter Reniamim and Sager at ſenerall wayes, 


Fen. This I divin'd, Sag. Happy prevention | 
Ben, Goe, thou deſpairing wretch, and for thy will, 
Ten thouſan {words ſhall thy vex d conſcience kill. 


'T was a vaine blow to vs, and no bloud ſpilt, 


Not leſſe in thy intention is thy guilt, 

This Clergy-habite which you haue aſſum d, 

Make good awhile for your ſuppoſed death 

Allow his tyrannie free ſcope: liue cloſe: 

Till time ſhall ripen thoſe events, we ſtriue 

To build 6n this vile ground. Hold, ther's my key : 

Into my chamber; 1 ſup at my fathers, Exit Sager. 

What, come againe? _ Enter Bromley, 
Brem. I cannot be at reſt ; /muſt needes ſee, 

If this late murdered corps temoued be. 

Some gold I haue put vp in this Portmantua : 

If I ſhould be purſu d, this may telieue me. 

Ay me! the bodi's gone: ſure it s teueal d 
Murder from heauens eye cannot be conceal d. 

What ſhall / doe? ſit downe : lye there, my gold. 


Enter Nice, and Tl irſty, on either ſide, crying So ho, 


Nic. Holla, Couſin Beniamin, So ho ho. Thir, Oh ho ho. 
Brom, Oh me, the Countrie's vp, x hat ſhall I do? (excmrrit, 
Bes. This foole hath frayd him, 
Oh guilt! how haſt thou made 
Cowherd of man to fly at his one ſhade ! 
Now Couſin Nice, what holla you for ? 
Nic. You had need of abelltoring you in, Your father 
has ſtayd ſupper for you this houte. 
Ben, Come then, let's walke on 
mantua? 
Nic, Oh, oh, do not touch it: it's venome. 
Ben, Why my wiſe Couſin ? why ate you ſo timorous? 
Nice 


whats here a Port- 
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Nic. Oh it lies there for a wager: there be theeues about it. 
Take heed Coufin ; Ifound a Portmantua once, and loſt all 


the money in my purſe, Fly, fly 


Fen, Are you gone? Well, I ſee now, hee that will be wiſe 


by Calender, ſhall be a foole by deſtinie. 

Sure, this is Browleys budget, and has gold 

Put vp for his eſcape: t is ſo by th weight. 

It falls into my hands moſt luckily : 

For I haue need of caſh in theſe occaſions. 

Vet lle repay't againe : my honeſtic 

Shall be his friend, whoſe feare was friend to me, 
Oh, in this glaſſe my repreſented ſoule 

Stands manifeſt to my impartiall eye. 

Ye heauens rayne ſhowers of mercy on my fins : 


Leſt where my pleaſure ends my wo begins, 


Act. Quart. 


Euter V after: Wife. 
Wife, D Vone faſter, ye dull legges of motion, 


That time vr with a ſwifter paſe, 


Let wanton Epicures with you creeple-limbes, 
Inſatiate with the ryot of their ioyes ; 

And chide the hafly ſorwardneſſe of day, 

That will not dance attendance on their play. 
My ſpirits wrought vpon with tedious woes, 
Thinke that each houre lingring and lazy goes. 
Impartiall fates, how you delude our thoughts 
Guiding euents to their determin d ends, 
Whether our ſtrength wich ot againſt contends. 
Whether the paſſenget wake, or ſleepe his fill, 
The waue 22 veſſell goes on ſtill. 
Patience then heart! they do not valour know, 
That weary faint, but who can ſuffer woe, 
Who 's this? Enter Rob, Vaſter with i Letter, 


Rob. By your leaue, Miſtris Sorrow, 


Exim. 
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wife. Right, th haſt hit my name, 
Yet cleare of ſinne, my ſorrow has no ſhame, 
Rob, 1 haue lettets from Mr, Bev. Gree, 
Wife, They re welcome. (poore boy how am I yndone ! 
Tis hard, a mother muſt ner owne her ſonne. 
Rob. Sure I ſhould know that face and language too, 
A chill diſquiet troubles my ſoft peace, 
And runs like a cold feuer through my bloud. 
I'm very ſicke of fomewhat, Oh tis then 
Errour, the fickneſſe in all minds of men. 
But that I know her abſence giues her dead. 
I' would ſweare it was my mother, las vaine thoughts, 
How you would flatrer me ! 
Wife. .-- Y our provident friend, Benjamin Gripe, 
Leaue out that Gripe : it's an vnpropet name; 
Cannot denominate thee for ſuch a creature. 
A name can ncucr conſtiture a nature. 
If blefled mankinde haue a Phenix left; 
And vice of that good hath not time bereft ; 
In this degenerate worlds apoſtacie 
The pluralf number's loſt : that one is hee. Sonne 
Rob. Tlid ſhe calls me Sonne. 
Wife, That word's oreſlipt. 
How eaſily loue is in her language trip t. 
Sonne of compelling nature not forbeares : 
Paſſion muſt vent it ſelfe in ſpeech or teares. 
Doſt thou nor know me? 
Rob, Ves: this teſtifie. 
I begge your bleſsing on my humbled knee, 
Wife, Riſe with heauen 's benediction. 
Reb, Lives my Father ? 
Wife, Gueſſe by my greefe and ſilence. 
Rob, Vmh my doubrs 21 
Wrappe me in further mare. My father dead? 
My mother liujog in his enemies houſe ? 
Ler's ſtudy; Ott I haue heard my father mona, | 
That this fame womans luſt had _ vndone. 11. 


The Honeſt Lewyer. 
This gines ſtrong faith, Why ſhould ſhee els liue here, 
But to ſome ſuch vile end ? By heaven tis cleare, 
Oh chat this ſappe, lach my life feedes ypon, 
Did not confeſſe a derivation 
From that corrupted trunke! Well, Iowill force 
Nature runne backe with a prepoſterous courſe. - 
He faſhion a forgerfull lunacie, 
That ere I was her ſoone. But on my ſoule, 
Not touch het with leaſt burt. Woman come hither, 
Wiſe, Woman! Deare Robin, not thy mother? bleſſe mee, 
Why doſt thou gripe me thus ? Oh ſome blacke ſtorme 
Is riſing on thy brow, 
Rob, Storme ? No, tis talk Can you read this? 
Wife, Yes, I can ſpell t too well. It ſpeakes my death, 
dcare ſonne 
Rob, Come, come, forget 
Theſe filiall rights, and Natures attributes, 
Prepare your telfe to- 
Wife, What ? Oh deſperate child. 
Oft haue thy bended knees with a iuſt dutie 
Kiſs'd the cold earth, to þegge my prayers to heauen, 
Por thy proſperity : oft defir'd forgiueneſſe 
Ofthy wild infant-errqrs, Oft haue theſe 
Borne thee with ſoft indulgence : but now, ſee, 
A wofull mother bends her humble knee 
To her incenſed ſonne ; not to conſerue 
This fleſh from death. but hy black ſoule from hell: 
Th'vnſcaped dungeon, where all Parricides dwell. 
Thinke: if thy ſpitits be not growne mad and wild, 
Pitie a mother kneeling to = child, 
Rob. Im deafer then an Vſurer to your mones, 
I muſt, like Nero, ſee the place I bred in. © 
Be brieſe in anſwere : did you never wrong 
my fathers nuptiall bed, Wife, Neuer. 
Rob, Take heede. 
— not that breſt with more ſin, chat muſt bleed. 
5 


e truth and ſaue yout ſoule. 
Lye 
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Lye you not here to ſatiate his luſt, 
That tobb d my father ? ſpeake, or y e but duſt, 
Wife, No on my ſoule. 
Rob, Now on thy ſoule thou lyeſt. 
Confeſſe, be plaine,or without pawſe thou dyeſt, 
Wife, Helpe, heauens or men, Mubm, breake open dort. 
Emer Benia, Valentine Grape, Nice, Thirſty. 

Ben, What prodigie s this? 

Vie. Nothing Sit, alas nothing: twas but my feate. 

Ben. It is my ſeruant Sit; he meant no ill. 

Grip, Sonne, ſonne, howſocuer he ſerues you, I'm ſure he 
does not ſetue God. Without queſtion , he would haue ta- 
uiſh'd her, 

Thi. He would haue refreſh'd her, Sir. 

Grip, Speake widow, is t not true? -away with him, 


Couſim Nice, make his mittimus, 


Wife. It's not amiſſe to let him feele ſome ſmart. 
His life they cannot touch : what his offence 
Deſerues in heauens, ſtrict iuſtice,mercy pai don. 
Patents learne this in tendring Childrens ſtate : 
Too much indulgence 1s not loue but hate, 
Nee. Sure his complexion doth not giue it: let me ſee your 
had, Sir. 
Rob, Will you feele it, Sic? frikes him. Excune. 
Ben. (Sonne offer violence to the mothei?) ſttange 
Till I can ſound this myRterie of ill, 
Ile to the priſon and telieue him (till, Exit, 
ripe, You will be gone Mr, Valentine; but I hope you wil 
viſit me ſhortly againe, p 
Val. Before you looke for me, Sir, — if all fall right, 
Ivowe to viſite you againe this night. Exit, 
Grip. Ha widow ! 1 am cleere of the ſtone now. 
Wife, The leſſe able to do a widow pleaſure, Sir, 
Grip. Tut, wench, I meane the diſeaſe, the diſcaſe, 
wife, (No Sir: you haue a worſe diſeaſe behind:) 
The body hath no ſickneſſe like the mind. 
Gripe, Try me, ſweet. I'm like a leeke, though I haue 
* G3 a gray 
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a gray head, I haue a greene- Wut? wut be my medicinefor 
the ſtone ? whey F when? 

Wife, When you haue married me I will be your wiſe, 

Gripe, Piſh: firſt make triall how thou likeſt me « there is 
no wit, to marry before experience. 

Wife, Your houſe Sit, is too publike. 

Grip. Hold, ther's the key of my cloſſet. Be thine owne 
pandar for conuayance, I mull reccine a little money: profit 
is aboue pleaſure: about ten 

wif. G ood lucke direct my hands vnto the morgage. 
That found, if or wy witte or ſtrength hold tacke, 
I haue a medicine Sir, to coole your backe. Exit, 

Grp. Las poore wench : now ſhee 's got into my Cloſſet, 
ſhe hugges her hopes, as.a Polititian his ayery plotte, and 
cryes aprize, a prize, She ſhall be double cony-catch'd, Wel, 
it growes Fairy-time, Oh the fine dapper laddes, how they 
friske about my chamber: when at euery flep here droppes a 
grote, there a teſton. Many: drops. make. a floud. Sure, I'm; 
ſome wonderfull honeſt man, that they loue me thus, I muſt: 
to bed. Tarry, how then ſhall I keepe touch with the widow? 
Ihat, Ile fit downe in my chaire, and faine my ſelfe in a flum- 
ber. Oliitwill be a golden waking dteame. 


Enter Vaſter, Valentine, ( urfew, like Fai ries, dancing 
antickes : pinching Gripe, as they 
paſſe b hum. 


Oh- oh th are angry. Would I were rid of hem. Oh- ſweet 
ſpirit · Oh -- doe not terrific mee thus. What haue I dope to 
prouoke you? 
Dat. Confeſſe thy ſinnes. Ih haſt ſome wench in à cor- 
ner. | 
Grip. 1 haue, I haue- oh ·· but Ile not meddle with her, 
Vat. Whiles thy houſe was cleanly ſwept, 
And thy conſcience chaſtly kept : 
Neat linnen, fire and water ready 


And thy purpoſe good and ſteady; 


Yi 
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Whiles thou neuer ſentſt the poore 
Vnrewarded from thy doore. 
Whiles thau wakerdit with the chimes, 
Becauſe thou wenift to bed petimes, 
We brought thee wealth; but iwas ãd vaine: 
For now we'll fetch it backe agaiue. 
Come deliver the keys of your trunkes. 
Grip. Oh theenes, you ll robbe me,yaullyndoe me. 
Cf, No, Gowrig bliſter, well bind thee, yndoc theo, W 
will ——— 
Val Ope:' *| y iawes thou yawning ſepulcher: 
Here is a morſel for an Vſuref. Gagge lum, 
Vaſt. A peece of Cheeſe of the Low-country Dairics, 
This is the viuall diet of the Fairics; 
Curſ Now we wiberip the lining g of chy trunkes. 
Better the Fairies haue it then thy punkes, 

Val. Lucke more, then we can catty ;bath aſſign dy vs 
Curf. Each horſe bis Jade: wel leaue the reſt betyad vs, - 
Thou greedy J. mther, Val. Sauage W olfe. af Man-cater. 
Thou tertting Canker. VV. Cõmous harſleech, (ur. Clieatet 

Daſt. Whoſe belly has iuſt cauſe to ſue an action 
Oftreſpaſſe,; gainſt thy couetous luſts exaction: 
Far detinie o many hundred meales, 


Which it from others, and thy ſelſe toa;ieales, 


TheGowt. Vl. The Dropſie. Cerf. Collicke, Lunacie, 
Like Sprites * Fairies haunt thy company. 
And as thou gap ſt now, let ſome Batte or Owle 
Spet backe wards i thy mouth. 
Vat. No more. If thou do not 
Repent. reſtore, turne good, fit till thou rot. 
Val. What does Viurie ſticke in thy teeth * out, Dog, 
ſpet out. Now thou pap | for a morgage; Doſt? 
e 


Vaſt. Fure- ill. Io thoſe that aske how came this euill, 
Giue anſwer thus: The Fairies robd the Diucll. 1 
Grip. Oh---Oh---Ob. - £xtunt, 
G 3 Emer 
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Euter Bromley, Nice, Vafter: wife. 


Bro, Ho maſter Gripe? what,your chamber doore ope thus 
carely? how now, bound? gagg'd? what rogues ha bene here? 

Nic. Speake to mee vncle, ſpeake: the gagge's out. 

Cr. Saue the gagge. Iwill hang the whole ſhire , but Ile 
find hem. Iugglers, Fairies, incarnall ſprites! My money, my 
heart, my guts, my ſoule Let me curſe my ſelfe into the 
— and ſaue a Dirge. Run, cry, ride, charge the Conſta- 

les with hem. 

Brom, Where be they, Sir? 

Grip.Gone to the Diuell. Runne te a Coniurer, caſt me a fi- 

ure, 

Nie, Oh, Sir, all the Coniurers are o their owne trade, A 
miſchiefe on t, I thought there was ſome ſcuruy luck towards; 
the Crickets did ſo cry ith Ouen yeſterday, And this verie 
houre,as we came in, there was an Owle whoo-whooping in 
the top of the chimney : and iuſt at the threſhold, maſter Brom · 
ley here — — 

Grip. Plucxe downe the ſignes. Ile vndo all the Innes in the 
towne : they harbour the theeues. 

Brom, Y ou ſaid they were Fairies, 

Nic.Now in ſincetitie, I heard a great ratling of chaines. 

Wife,.(This makes mee wonder ! ſuch a robbery, and I not 
heare it? 

Brom. Come bridle vp ts furie, What will you ſay, if I can 

roduce you the plotter, abbettor, or at leaſt acceſſaty to this 
villanie ? What if the pick-locke can open the cheſt of all this 
ſtratagem? 

Gn. Las, poore widdow, ſhe was faſt, I warrant you. 

Broms. No, ſhe was looſe I warrant you: how could we haue 
got in, if ſhe had not open d the dore? Your couſin Nice and 1 
came from a hut ly- burſy ith Iaile. Your ſonnes man has broke 
from his keeper, And ai we were comming. wee met this Wo- 
man vetie ſupitiouſly ſtealing out. 

wife. My heart miſgaue me thus: this diuels tongue 
Would worke my miſdeem d innocence ſome wrong, 


Grip, 


WE ISS 
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Grip.No more words. Couſin, neighbor, take her to the next 
juſtice. I muſt not deale in my one buſineſſe. Let her bee 
examin'd ſoundly, ſoundly: ſent to the Iayle, roundly, roundly. 

Wife, Sir, I beſeech you, 

Grip, No mote. Do not you know, I know you for a whore! 
Away with her, 1 wilt not heare her ſpeake. 

My gold, my ſiluer Oh my heart will breake, Exit. 

Brom. Come, will you walke? Ile leade, widdow, come you 
next. Maſter Nice, you Il follow, 

Nic. As cloſe, as beggery followes drunkenneſſe. 

Let me ſee your hand, widdow--Oh the caſe is cleare, 
A yellow ſpot doth on your hand appeare, 
Gather vp your heeles, widdow : Iuftice Swrly dwels hard by. 


Enter Robert Vaſter, 


Rob, How now? my mother guarded*with two rogues? 
Sword, thou didſt faine to kill her--but--Sirrah=. you deliuer 
me this woman, or Ile make thy yellow ſtarch d ſace ſerue me 
for a cut-worke band, 

Brom. Oh Sir, y'are well mer ; you broke from the Iayle laſt 
night. Apprehend him maſter Nice. 

Nic. Jam ſomewhat dainty and ſhy on him, Sir, He lookes 
vile ſharpe ont. 

Brow, Let him looke as ſhatpe, as an Apparitors nailes, 
we'll blunt him I warrant ye. Suxah, I charge you ſtand; 

Rob. Sirtah, you {ce I ſtand charg d already. Will you haue 
me run ? 

Brem. Oh helpe, helpe Exit. 

Nic. Hold, hold. I ha not made my will. 

Rob. No mattet for thy ptayers; diſpatch it quickely then. 

Nic. Youl give me leaue, Sir, to — my will, Rob. Ves. 

Nie. Then my will i- to runne away, Exit. 

. Thankes,ſonne;but now do you not, like the Lion, 
Saue the diſtreſſed Lambe from the Wolfes pawes, 

For ſacrifice to his owne bloudie lawesꝰ 
Roh, Deare mother, pardon; be ſecure 
Emer 
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— Bromley, Nice Beniamin, Sager diſgniſed, Anne V after. 


Brom.This way, this way:herc--Qh haue we found you? 
Ben. Hou do theſe milchiefes flutter in thicke heapes! 
And cloud my vnderſtanding from the light, 
los d the Sunne ſhouli:(hine, find it darke night 
cannot ſtand t examine citcumſtances. 

Now maſter Browley, whither are you bound? 

Brom. Your father gaue vs charge to haue the widdow 
To maſter Juſtice Swriy's; he ſuſpects her 
To haue ſome hand i'th robberie tonight. 

Sic it eoncernes you; he has loſt 300. pound, 

Ben, Vruh, My father robd? the widdow charg d with ic? 

Her ſonne vniayld himſclfe?thete are harſh turnes. 

Well,go you two before, prepare the Iuſtice, 

You havemy wordifor their appearance. Go. Exe. Br. Nic. 

VViddow, and Rohm, now here's nong but friends: 

Voul give melleaue to wonder at 2 

Of that anone. 

Meane time I here preſent you with a gift, 

Dearer to me, then is the dunn to carth. 

Soʒ natrm. vp your paſſious for a ſpace; 

H you the morgage-deeds? giue them my hands. 

Vet che ſucceſſe on my iuueniion ſtands. 

Mother and brother. ſo hope yebt᷑ rifles) 

My ſel, and friend here i yoll devot know, 

VVill baile you both. That done, I haue an Inne, | 

New voyd of Tennant; there dw ef together. | 

My friendſhip to the power ſliall pledge your faith, 

Meaſure good deeds by what Haff ονõr, not hath,” CH 
643 '! 01, tic. us: 


” 


Ext Griff,” * 


Griff. VVhat Damn d fortune s this, æhat I cannot ſmell out 
theſe thecues ? I would ſeate thietnto che Gallous ., as well 
as they {wore me out g οõ,fε. An oath likeG ſtrong 
charme , ſhould coniure their neckes into the circle of a rope. 

Euter 


YI 
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Emter Bromley, Beniamin. 


Oh, here comes my fellow-Patient ; wee both tooke Phyſicke 
together; purg'd,purg'd:bur I haue acordiall for him, Sauc 
you, brother Grpe.M*,Bromley,newes, good ne wes. Its repot- 
ted, that Sager i dead. 

Brom. Dead? Ile go take poſſeſſion preſently. 

Ben. Do not with too ſtrict rigour exerciſe your po wer 08 
his diſtreſſed family. 

Brow. My time is come, I will not loſe an houre, 

Gr#f. It's iuſt, that cucry man ſhould take bis owne. 

Ben. Sir, you ſpeake law, not charitie. He that will | 
Be nothing more then iuſt, is vniuſt ill, A 
Woro that quited ſoule, to whom from heauen 
AU iuſtice,and no mercie ſhall be giuen. 

Your mercy to the widdow,to the Orphans, 
Brom. As much as a Puritaa has vpon a good feaſt, 
Ber. Well let me tell you this Sager is dead. 
So ſlies report, borne on preſuniptions wings. 
But how he dy d, that acrie bird not ſings. 
Kild- but by whom--waight deeply--I muſt hence. 
The muttring $ ſtrong--looke to your conſcience, Sescedit 
Grif. How's this? kild? - mutteringꝰand conſcience? Lgoke, 
A per melancholy points him our for the murderer, As 
ſure,as a hatte-brinkes puld downe declares a cuckold , this 
darkeneſſe diſcouers him. 
Brom. am a villaine. 
Grif. Tell him, chat knowes it not. 
Brom. My narrow heart cannot be capable 
Of chis huge bulke of ſorrow, It muſt out. 
Now,to whoſe boſome bettet then my friends? 
This hand kild Sager, Grif. How? 
Brow, Nay, do your worſt,” 
Twas but chance medley, accidentall laughter. 
Intending with my Peece to ſtrike a fowle, 
Againſt my will the eocke went downe,and he 
H Stood 
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Stood in deaths way, It was his deftinie, 
But Griff, harke you-- let not your tongue ſtirre, 
Donot I know you for aforgerer ? 
And more--you wot--let not your tongue be looſe, 
Ben. Thus are two Foxes catch d ih one poore nooſe, 
Exit Ben, 
Griff. Our guilt ſhall bind our ſecrecie; who lives 
An vnſuſpected villaine, winks at others 
Volawtull deeds, to teach their eye lids how 
Fo winke at his Shall we go to our new Hoſtice? 
Brom, Where? who? | 
Griff. For your where, at the Maiden- head, a good likely 
plac e. For your Who: the wid dow that old Gr (Enter nie 
ſuſpects for the robberyibut young Gripe hath tenanted to his 
Inne. Maſſe, ſhe prevents vs. Widdow, we were comming. 
Wife, Pray Gentlemen walke in;you ſhall haue attendance, 
Brom. Your company, {wecte wWiddow. 
_ Ile not be long from you, Sir. | Excunt. 
Oh, ſome retiring from chis houſe of ſinne. 
Fate! I was neuer bred to keepe an Inne. 


Enter ( urfew, Valentine as themſelnes V aiter diſgnis'd. 


More cuſtomers? that which all Innes would ſee; 
Great ſtore of gueſts:this is a plague to me. 

Va#t, Vonder's mine Hoſtice Now the water's vp, that we 
cannot get ouer to the Abbey, it is our ſecuteſt — to com- 
mit the money to her cuſtodie. If any {earch ſhould be ma de, 
and theſe tokens found abaut vs, we are all dead men: there's 
not ſo much mercie in Gripe,as in the Plague. 

Curf. Agreed, Widdow, we haue ſome money to pay to a, 
Londoner in Bedford here; and he's not yet come to receiue 
it. Will you locke it vp ſafe for vs? 

Val. But heare you? Deliuer it not to any one of ys, Except 
all three demand it together, keepe it ſtill, 

Vaſt. Helpe her to beare it in, and ſee t layd vp, Excunt 
Zlid, my wife takes degreesſhe riſes fairely, N 


* — 
- 


I fold her hither whore ſome trickes to do. 
Now.ſhe's turn d whore, and Bawd,and Hoſtice too. 
Stand cloſe deare wits, and ſhadow me diſguiſe. 
She caſt me downe,and by her fall Ile riſe, 
Husbands that loue your honour as your life; 
Learne now to be reueng'd,on a falſe wife, Emter wiſe, 
if. Your friends expect you Sir, 
Vaſt. Sweet, I would go. 
But here's a charming beauty, that ſayes no. 
Will you walke off a little to the meddow? 
I haue a tiny buſineſſe with you, widdow ? 
Wife, What is your will, Sirꝰ lm in haſte: be ſhort. 
Vaft.The thing thou worſt on, halfe a minutes ſpott. 
Ni. Forbeare, libidinous Groome, 
Uaſt. Groome? I'm a man, 
And can do, Hoſtice, what another can, 
Come, ſhall I ſpeake in gold,and ation? 
wif. Be damn'd,iachanter,/with thy golden ſpelss. 
Thou think, gold can buy luſt, when nothing els. 
Yet I do loue t — 2 2 
A moments ioy is bought with endleſſe feare. 
How ill the fleſh ſteales his vniuſt delight, 
When the ſoule ſufters an eternall night. 
Flatter thy glowing hopes with heate no more. 
Be not deceiu'd; thy Hoſtice is no whore, 
Daft. So: ſpoke my out- ſide braue; did my rich huske 
Allow me impudent; and my vadown'd chinne 
Promiſe my bloud vnſuck'd out by this finne, 
You would runne madde on me. 
Wi. Sooth,thou much erreſt, 
I never ſaw that perſon (except one, | 
Who iuſtly claim d my loue,now dead and gone) 
In whoſe embracements1 would ſooner locke the treaſures of 
my heart. Uaſt, Now,now,ſhe's comming. 
Wy. If you had mou d my cares with a chaſt ſujre, I ſhould 
haue liſtn d. Dat. Braue! ſhe's mine already, 
Wag. I cannot loue theenow. Vaſt. No ? We. No, I cannot 
— H 2 con- 
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conctiue a good thought of thee, Yaſt. No? l hate thee: 

4 «ff Beigh? — and — — 
Ile coniure you for this. Come, will you loue me? 
Or no matter for your loue, will yaw lie with me? 
Doe ot lic alone 1'th meddow here. I ſhall leaue your temp- 
ting eyes for the Crowes to picke out. 

wif, Defend me —.— 

Vat. Whiſtle not ſo lowd, leſt I cut your pipe. Come 

. Honout ot life, how ſhall I ſaue — bob 145 
Sir, I ſhall ſpoyle you, I ha bene long a ſinner. 
A common finner,Sir, and am not ſound, 
You cannot ſcape infection, if you touch me. 
Vat, Humh!the poxe, ſay you? well, you'l not reveale me. Ex 

Wife. You need rw any hlence. Wrongs 
That {cape heauens hand, need nt feare mortall rongs, 
This world's turn d Bedlam, rauing,deſperate-badde, 
It ſtagger d drunke before,now it runs mad. 
More cuſtomers? Enter old Gripe and Beniamin, 

Ben But, dir, reſpect your life, your conſcience, 

Grip. Tbou ſaiſt well, for my life. But for my conſcience» 
Tis like a Surgions,thattakes money for letting out blood. 
Thinke o'my — * 

Ben, Vpon my lite, he Il kill her. Opreſumption, 
How doſt thou dare heauens Juſtice? I muſt ſtudy 
To interpoſe prevention, Sir, I'm your ſorne: 
This breſt you gaue me, and lle ſtill conſerue it, 
A faithfull cloſer to locke vp your ſecrets. 
How will you ſtrike?Piſtoll her? Gr. No: that ſpeakes 
Like an obſtreperous Aduocate, too loud, 
In th eates of juſtice, Murder, like your Ieſuite, 
Should whiſperdeath in filence--{leeping ſilepce. 

Ben, Iapprehend it, poyſon. Sir, Ile buy you 
A ſpeedy potion, Grip. Not too deare, good ſonne. 
I weuld not ha't too deare: my mony s gone. 
Two peny-woorth of Rats- bane, haue experience, 
WI do't; dot throughly. Ben, Ile prouide it, Sit. 
Ie be your Apothecarie; but by no meanes 


Mini- 
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Minifter it my ſelſe. You muſt do that, Sir: 
I cannot doe you better ſeruice. Rare! 
Then bring my father to the Galhouſe. Enter, 
Be petulaut, and let your wantormirth, 
Give you forgetful of all wrong, | | 
Gree. widow, I forgiue thee now : I hope thou's 
f rgiuve me too, I'm come to drinke downe all malice, 
wife, Pray Sir, lead the way, Ile follow, Exit Grip, 
Looke vp, deare friend: what thus deiects you ? 
Ben. Wonders, miracles -- / muſt needs poyſon thee. 
Be not diſmay d, my poyſon ſhall not hurt thee : 


Ile tell thee all. Enter Vaſter im haſte, 
Vaſt. Hoſlice, Pray helpe me to the money quickly, /muſt 
pay't inſtantly. fe. You ſhall Sir, Exemnnt, 


Vaſt. So, if my new-borne plots hold confant life, 
Ile cheate my theeues, but aboue all, my wife; Fer Wife c 
Thanke you,good Widow, Vouth, tel the Rob, with money, 
Gentlemen I'm gone to tender the money. Bid Sri Rob. 
hem be merry and continue their healths. Ile rake my round, 
when I come agaive, Farewell Oftice, Exit. 
Wife. Y are welcome Sir, Enter (u alemine, Robin, 
Val. Gone, fayſ thou ? and with the mony? fire and gun- 
owder how are we blowne vp? ( Prettie handſome ! 
Val. Oſtice — Kob, Good leach, fland further off: your 
breath's too violent; 
Cwrf. Did we not charge you not to deliuet the money, but 
to vs all three together ? 
Rob. Maſſe, tis true. How forgerfully are we cheated 2 
Val. You arc a coozening woman. Rob, You doe lye! 
Curf. Keepe the peace. Oftice, you make it — to vs, 
three hundred pound, a pretty competent ſurnme, 
Val. Furies and Fiends ! wits, you do faitly ftrive. 
Caf. 1 — this faiery mony would nere thriue. Exc 
Ven. I haue heard all this roguerie. Emer Ben, 
Cheare, Widow: let not ſorrow make thee ſicke. 
—_—_ Ile catch the knaues at their one tricke. Ent, Thur. 
The. So ho- my maſter's turn d Reuellet. I neuer loſt my name 
| H 3 ſince 


* 
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ſince I came into his Ramuice, till now. 'Vek! a miracle, I am 

not Thirſty. * Euer Nice, 

Ben, Now my wiſe kindred, why looke you ſo pale? 

Nic. O, Ile put off my wedding. I will not for all Bedford 
marry to morrow, Ber. No? why ? 

Ni. O, my Vacle reaching for a Cup, overthrew the (alc 
towards me - towards me. O tis ominous. \ 

Ben. The falling of a ſalt keep thee from mariage! well, I 
haue a ſtrange das, of quick cure to this conceited ſick- 
_ Robin, fetch me ſome wine. Coz, how doſt feele thy 
ſelf 

Thir, Hee ſhakes as if he bad the gurning agew. 

Nic. Perplexed Coulin, perplexed, had rather a good 
Loxdſhip had falne towatd me. 

Ben. Tut man, ſalt ſeaſous all things; fiſh or fleſh, 

And troth, thou need it : for thy witte 's but freſh. 
Here bloud, I drinke to thee, 

Thir, Now could I dance like a Dutch Froe: my heeles are 
as light as my head. 

Nic. Oh T recant, Couſin, Iwill marry. 

Ben, What meant you Sir, to ſpill the wine vpon him ? 

Rob, Tas a miſchance Sir. Nice, No : it was good hap. 
Tis a good ſigne, t haue wine ſpilt in ones lappe : 

This makes amends for the (ale, Sir. 

Ben, I thought this docke would fetch your nettle out. 
Lice. {mall wind turnes a ſooles mill about. Lets goe, Ct. 

Wife. Vonder comes my P hyſician and his potion, 


Enter Gvipe, 


Grip. I haue here two $: ue of ſugar, and that a for 
my ſelfe : another of poylon,and that's for my Oſtice, Let me 
be right-righs, I ſhould make faire worke , if I were miſta- 
ken now, widow ! th art 2 Chutie- a very chutle, that 
wouldſt not keepe companie with thy gueſts, I ha brought 
thee 2 cup of wine here : health to ther, ſweere 
Widow. 2 


XU 
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Rod. A mitacle : An Viurer drunke at's one coft, 

Gripe, There s a whole cup for thee : pledge mee chucbe 
Nay tarty, = thou muſt haue ſugar to t; women loue 
ſweet things, know. So, off with t botrome and all: the dee- 
pet the ſweeter, Ha Oſtice, my ſonne ſhall giue thee a leaſe 
of thine Inne. 9 

Wife, I would hee could grant me u leaſe of my liſe: for 1 
grow ſick fir, Robin, loo ke in, Exi# Kob, 

qa (Excellent rattef-bane) ir wot kes already. Widow, 
doſt remember ſinte thou wat in my ſtudic ? and yfairh what 


foundſt there? 


Wife. Nothing, but what Ileft behinde me, Sir. I'm ve- 
ry fcke. 

Gripe, (Ile vere truſt poyſon els.) This corrons wel yet. No 
ſooner dead , bur wy fonne (hall cenze on all rhe good 
Starch the coffers fot my morgage; If it be loſt, yer now ſhee1 
keepe counſel], 

Wife. This vine hath made me thirſty: I'm not well. 

Gre. Hye thee to beddeand ſweat. A little poſſet with 
two- penny wortk of horſe- ſpice. O tis excellent to put one 
into a ſweat. Farewell widow, Ex, 

Wife. So I'm reeouerd now: thy abſence cures me. 
O earth! thou center of the world and fhnne ; 
Tity Paradiſe is loſt «tart only now 
A larger fable, where all vices dwell. 
Did not the Sur ne ſhine, I ſhould thinke thee hell. 

Enter Vaſter. 

Lucky! here comes the cheater. Sir, the money is askt for by 
the Gentlemen, your friends: They thremten to arreſt me, but 
I hope ſir, you be my quittunce. | 

Uaſt, Ves: onthis condition. 
Let me enioy thy loue on this ſoft — : 
Ile pay it backe, were it three hundred pound. 
Stirre not: this chargeth you: ste yo not content? 
Come, with a filent ke ſeale your conſent, 

Wife. Sir, you know my difeaſe, I'm dangerous: 


Vat. The poxe? O Lhave knowne Londen too long —_ 
m 


. "The Hane Lanyer. 
afraid ofthe poxe, Come, wilkyou vnlocke ?Ihia'the golden 
- If nor, Ile to Vagina, like ſome cheating Banktout, 
and leave my Cteditout ith ſuddes. You know the Iayle, Ha 
you neucr bin hir'd to yawle for the whole ptiſou ? and whule 
to che paſſengets | n | 
Sorcerer, thy circle cannot hold me, 
; Vaſt, No; I woultlhaue yours holde mee. Come, will you 
adge ? 
= Not, if thou killft me: not if thy murderous hand 
Could put me to a death. ( hke Ieſuites poilon) 
Ten yeeres a dying. Vt. No? you will repent; 
ait. Sowiltyhou beuer : take my carcale,flaue : 
Whiles there's a ſoule within; no luſtfull haud 
Dat or ſhall cuertouch ix. Yait,Polxick whore | 
Wharzdogoukenmenaw Wr. My husband 7 O, / Ac 
Ind your armes I fle. VA. Iuie ction, no. — 
Y are dangerous by your owne confeſſion, 
Wife, Alas [ Itorgd that aniwere,to auoid 
Sintut-ewbracings. Brothels ſicke indeed 
Ot chat contagion, ſooth and ſmother t vp, 
To tempt diſtruſtfull commers on, at once 
To their owne profit, and the others ruine, 
They ſpeake falſe, to do falſe the ſafer, 1 
To fave my conſcience did my fleſh bely. | 
Vaſt. Y ou cannot tempt me Siren; I am teſolute. 
Thou art a 'cunining Bitch, aud Iam proud 
Of ſuch expected meanes to my revenge, 
Harke, bo lle quittance thy abborged luſts, 
Firft; chou ſhate be arreſted for the money, 
Whereof I cheated thee: ſo bereſtrain'd d 
From thy old ſtraggling, mew'd vp like a haggard; 
Till the Afiſe comes, then thou ſhalt be hang d. 
beate thou ſtaudſt bound ouer for ſuſpicion 
Of robbing Grape, L did the villanie. 
Ile ha t prou d thine; ſo thou ſhalt for me. 
Wife, Deate husband, do ſo. Vat. Husband me no mote: 
That name was cancell d when you ficſt playd whore, 1 
ow 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 
Now garden- pot, you water your ſad feares, 


But I am no loue-foole, vonne with womans teares. 
wife, O profecute your wil. Thus on my knecs, 

And with a heart more humbled, I intreaty 

Aud I muſt haue it granted ere 1 riſe; 

Be pleas d to make this lite a ſacrifice, 

To expiate your wrath, I freely yeeld it, 

For your redemption, For your hace I dye; 

That might not live in your loues companie. 

I 7 — not guilty, to aue you, 

Imagine then all your ſuſpicions true. 

But when for your debrs I have payd this life, 

Belecue but then, you had a faithfull wife. 

Vaſt. O. thou wouldft melt a tocke. My hearts too dead, 
To ſprout at this wet Aprill, Fare you well. Exit, 
F- wife, P eace and content attend you : and let ſtill 
Mercie forgiue, and rectiſie your ill. 


Emer Ben, 
Ben, What ? not dead yet? but weeping ? come, come dry 
Vp all thy teares : goe hye thee in, and dye. 
Much villanie is now together pack t. 


The Scene growes full, Your patience this laſt act. Exemnt, 


AR. Quint. 
Euter old Brace, the true Abbot. 


Abbot, 


TS man, how ſweet is breath! yet ſweeteſt of all, 
That breath, which from his native ayre doth fall. 
How many eam; paſes haue I meafur'd ! 

How many knowne and vnknowne dangers paſt, 
Since I commenc d my tedious Pilgrimage, 

The laſt great worke of my death=ycelding age! 

Vet am bleſt, that my returning bones 


Shall be tak t yp in Englands peacefull carth, 
I 
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Oh happy Engliſhmen, if your ſore eyes 

Did not looke ſquint on your felicities 

How other Countries enuy , what you loth, 

And ſurfer on: and would make that their pride, 

Which is by your contempt ſtill vilefied! 

This ſickneſſe fulnefſe breedes in moſt mens blood 
None leſſe, then the poſſeſſors, know what's good. 

Now to my deputy: here his glories end, 

But ſtay : he comes to meet me, Ile attend. 


Enter Curfew, 


Carf. Confound this damn d foxe : he has cheated mee of 
the beſt prey, I euet ſhark'd for, Would I could light on him; 
I haue a Conſtable here ſhould make him ſtand. 

Brac. Whats this ? ſharking, foxing, and a piſtollꝰ 
Th'embleme of theefe, cheater, murderer ? 

Sure, this vile Elderne was not of my planting. 
I know him: Tis his brother, to whoſe truſt I did infeoffe my 
place, 


Enter Meſſenger, 4 


Meſſ. 1 was directed this way to the Abbor, 
My lord-- the Iudge detain'd by ſickneſſe from to morrow's 
Seſſion, defires your lordſhips ayde to the ſupply of his owne 
place, Thaſsiſtant Iuſtices teſt their detetnuning ſentence 
on your lippes. 

Cf. Ile giue my old attendance. 

Aleſſ. Vous lordſhips leaue, Exewnt Meſſ, & Cu. 

Bra. I leaue your lordſtup too, 
I muſt about this miſchieſe to preuent⸗ 
Le force you both your offices repcut. Exit, 


Enter ' 
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Euter laylowr, Gripe, Bromley, Griffin. 


lay. So,ſo,ſo.My cuſtomers drop in toundly. Welcome, Mr. 
Gripe, and the reſt of my good friends, welcome ! f am very 
glad to ſee you here. My houſe was not grac'd with an Vſu- 
rer, and vndet - Sheriffe, many a day before; though I ha been 
eſtet d with abundance of honeſter fellowes. Speake, ſhal's 
be merry ? What will you haue to dinner ? 
Gripe, A rope, What doſt thou tell me of dinner ? 
Tay. No Sir, that ſhall be kept for your ſupper. 
Brow, Giue me ſome Sacke and Aqua vit. I wil be drunk 
preſently. 
Grif. Ir's cleere, I haue twenty caſes for t. 
The concealing of murder is but man- ſlaughter. I muſt ha 
my booke, 
Brow. Giue 's ſome Sacke, I ſay : mun tur, &c. 


Enter Vice. 


Nice, My Vacle committed? Iuſtice it ſelfe ſent to the 
Iayle ? 

Gripe, Couſin, ſweet Couſin, runne, ſcudde, fly - to Sir 
Bare Notwithſtanding * he lyes but three miles off; he's in my 
debt: bid him — me, and lle releaſe him. 

Griff. Stay Sir. He's in my debt too: I ha ſolicited for Sir 
Bare theſe ſeuen yeeres, and haue nothing but bare thankes, 

Brom, Nay then, take me with you, Thus 


Euer Beniamin, Robin, Thirſty ; Thirſty climbing vp into 


«tree, Rob. into a buſh, 


Ben, Ha you your leſſon perfe&? 

Thirſt, Yes, yes: as a Mid- wife hererrand to a Citizens 
wite, There's not an Owle in an Iuy-buſh, nor a Parrat 
at a Drugfters dore , has whoo whoop , or walke Knaue, 
more perfit. 

I 2 Fen, 
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Pen, Robin, do't cunningly. My Dad ſhall be 
Only to me beholding for his life. 
By that aduantage I recall his loue, 
Grip. Couſin, fly every ſtep. Remember, like a Iury- man, 
you goe vpon lite and death. Exit Nice. 
Brom. Happineſſe grant, that no Hare crofle him ith' ways 
his ſuperſticious legges will retire, though wee hang for't, 
Come, ſhall we keep the rule ot the place, aud drinke Take 
now ? Exenm, 


Enter Nice. 


Ben, Now kindred, whither trot you ſo faſt? 

Nic. Oh Coufin, about a deede of charitie; to ſaue your 
father, and two or three knaues more fr om hanging, I am go- 
ing to Sir Bare Notwwthſtanding ; to ſaue them out of priſon : 
they haue ſau d him often. 

Ben. Sir Bare Notwithſtanding, he's a great man, Couſin. 

Nic. Hee had three Lordſſups fell to him at a clappe; the 
worſt worth 400 a yeere, 

Ben, Vet hee 's bare notwithſtanding. 

Nic. Hee has ſold his Caroch with foure Flanders mares, 
becauſe he would retire himſelfe and live ith'Country, 

Ben, Vet he's Bare Notwithſtanding, But to himſelfe Cou- 


fin, farewell, | Exit Ben, 
Nic. To him, quoth he? I will to him, were the diucll in 
my way. Thirft, Porke, porke. 


Nic. The diuell porke you. What diſmall bird crokes diſ- 
aſter to my iourney ! Thir, Porke, 

Nic. Nay, if the deſtinies have let the Rauen againſt mee, 
Ile rerurne ſure yet let me fee, So my Vncle may bee 
hang d, lle on, come what will. Thir, Porke, 

Nic. O this blacke bird tolles hke a paſsing- bell, 

My owne {ad miſchiefe and my Vncles knell, | 

Yet why am I ſo-timorous; when cliaritie 

Bids me goon, ſhall a Rauen hinder me? Rob. flaſhes 
Ile keep aloofe and paſſe ·— oh a ſpitit, a ſpirit, powder, 

: The 
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The Widdowes Ghoſt, Bromley, Lawyer, Vncle, hang. 


Take all vont ſottunes, Ile no furthet gan N 


It's en " allow d place, a diſmall da . 
Betide what will, Ile backe againe ſome way. Exit. 
Rob, Come dou ne, Rauen. Thixft. Come out, Spirit, 


Rob, Blind, credulous foole! He that ſhall truſt at need 
Such nice and tottring cockſcombes, ſhall thus ſpeed. 
Should his ficke father ſend him for ſome drugges, 

Hee would turne backe at ſuch imagin'd bugges. 


Enter Beniamin, Sager, Vi ife, Amune. 


Ben, Come, mother, friend, and wife; take theſe back places, 
Where you may heare vnſeene: that when tinie ſetues, 
Imay produce you, Works and houres are ſpent 
Then well, when we doe good, or ill prevent, 
Wif. I cannot iudge, what is this dayes ſucceſſe. 
All-ruling powers the doubt full ſequele bleſſe. 


Enter Curfew with other aſſiſtanti, DVaſter in a Prieſts habit, 
Valentine like a Phyſician, the Laylor with Gripe, 


Bromley, Griffin, & c. 


CH. My Lord, whoſe place Iperſonate, being ſicke, 
Hath thus delign'd mee, both to heare and cenſure 
The criminall cauſes, which offend the peace 
Of our dread Soueraigne, and his ſubiects weale. 
Whiles we launce VIcers, we the body heale. 
The charge I giue in ſhort, you of the Iury, 
Looke to your Oath and conſcience :let not fauour 
Shut vp your eyes, nor malice open them 
Too wide, You vnderſtand, our lawes are good, 
Tis pitie that they ſhould be writ in blood, 
But fince conniuence at vnlawfull deeds 
Giues but encautagement, and wee cannot ſtrike 
With ſword of * deſeruing faults, 
Except you giue the perſons to our hands: 
I 3 All 
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All on your vigilant information ſtands. 
Proceede to the Inditements, 
Grip, We are all caſt away. Sir Bere is not come, 


Enter Abbot with guide, 


Ab. Pull downe that counterfeit, proud, arrogant, puffe : 
Could your intruſion not content it ſelfe 
T'vſurpe my office, but you muſt abuſe 
The Kings deputed Iudge ? 

All, Downe with him, downe with him, 

Abb, Iaylor, teceiue him to your cuſtodie, 

Till our iuſt cenſure giue him puniſhment. 
Foxe, I ſhall hunt you out, 

Curf. Dot with a poxe, 

The gooſe ſometimes muſt ſit and iudge the Fox. 

Abb. Proceed; the day haſtens. 

Clark, Marian Sorrow widow, yeeld thy body, and ſaue thy 
ailes 

Bey. Sir, ſhee is dead: her ſelonie is anſwerd 
Before a higher Court, 

(larke, That is the woman that Gripe is ſuſpected to haue 
poyſon d. Godfrey Gripe ſtand to the Barre, You are indi- 
ted for the murther of Marian Sorrow widdow : guilty or not? 

Grip, Not guilty, my Lord: let all the world teſtifie of my 
— carriage, I haue liued all my dayes in good name and 

ame. 

Abb. Stand not vpon your credit and good deeds. 

Your harueſt would be fall if like your ſeeds. 
If all that know thee ſtood about this place, 
And had free liberty to ſpeake their thoughts, 
Round ecchoing curſes would amaze thy ſoule, 
And with hells damned crue thy name enroule, 
But when the Widdow, Orphane call for plagues 
On thy blacke life, thou by ſt vnto thy bagges ; 


There 
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There doſt applaud and hugge thy wretched ſelfe: 
As ſolace gainſt all woes lay in thy pelfe, 
Thou haſt no god but gold : that Deitie 
Thou ſhouldſt adore, and would {till ſuccour thee, 
Is quite teiected. And that Idol, money, 
Which beares away thy confidence and heart, 
When thou art plagued, aggrauates thy ſmart. 
Thou art the Deuils Executioner, 
His rankeſt plague on carth's an Vſurer. 
Spirits in hell whip ſoules: extorting ſlaues 
Torment poore bodies ſo before their graues. 
Thou art a gulfe, poore mens eſtates to drinke. 
A quagmire; none paſſe ore thee, but they ſinłe. 
Valeſſe Strepſiades-like, men could deuiſe 
Toplucke the Moone by Sorcerie from the skies; 
Thy moneth and gaine will come, Like ſome at ſea, 
(Yet dangerleſſe of ——— more then they) 
Thou ſlumbreſt in a baſe lethargicke ſwoone, 
Let others toyle, thy iournye's done as ſoone. 

Bev. Will not this moue him 

Abb. Nature in all inferiour things hath ſet 
A pitch or terme, when they no more ſhall ger 
Increaſe and oft-ſpring. Vnrepayted — 
Fall to decay: old Cattell ceaſe to breed. 
And ſappeleſſe trees deny more fruite or ſecd. 
The earth would hart-leſſe and infertile be, 
If ir ſhould neuer haue a Inbile. 
Only the Vſurers money genders ſtill: 
The longer, luſtier : Age this doth not kill. 
He liues to ſee his moneys moneys money, 
Euen to a hundred generations reach. 
He, whilcs his intereſt money in do's troule, 
Cares not to loſe the principall, his Soule. 
He like a cleanly Alehymiſt can ſoke 
And draw much ſiluer, yet waſte none in ſmoke. 
Thou lendſt, like water powr'd on ſea- cole fire, 


Ot on alodrof Lime a thowre of rayne, 
It 
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It ſeemes to coole heate, but doth more enflame, 
Ben. His conſcience has deafe cares, 
Abb. When all is done, 
And thou haſt ſwel d thy heapes; to ſay no more, 
Thy coffer's onely rich, and thou art poore. 
This common plague is on all Vſurersſhowne : 
Th'haue much, yet are not maſters of their one. 
One day thy ſtirtleſſe mind ſhall haue enough; 
When the diuided peeces of thy ſelfe 
Shall in their ſeuerall doomed manſions dwell : 
Enough of mould in graue, of fire in Lell. 
But I ſpend breath in vaine; come, let's proceed. 
Gripe, No further. You haue made my conſcience) bleed. 
I heere confeſſe my ſelfe guilty of all, 
Euen of this murder too, 
Abbot, Let mercie fall on thy diſtreſſed ſoule. Now to the 
reſt, 
Nut, Nicholas Bromley, you are indited for the mugther of 
William Sager, &c. Guilty or not? 
Brom, Not guilty ? Who teſtifies againſt me! 
Ab. In caſe of Murder ſhould weneuer iudge 
By circumſtancial! likehhoods and preſumprions, 
No life could be ſecure; 


Emer Nicks 


Nic. Puffe ! ſhift for your ſclues; Sir Bare Notwithſkanding 
dares not be ſcene, 
Brom. O, I am loſt, 
My Lord, I'm guilty : ſo is Griffas too: 
He did conceale the fact, that I did doe, 
We ſhar'd the Lands together. 
Abbot, Powerfull truth! 
Murder will out, though by the Actors mouth, 
— * O Benimm, I haue vndone 
My lite, my ſtate, my credite, and ny Sonne. 


Bur 
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But I'm reſolu'd to dye, ſo Monarchs muſt : 
Rich men as well as poore, muſt turne to duſt, 
Ben. Me thinkes I could prevent all this. 
Gripe, Alas, thou lov'ft meʒbut tis not poſsible. 
Fen, Sir, I haue here a booke already drawne, 
Scale to it freely, and Ile ſaue your life, 
You ſhall confirme me your vndoubted heire, 
And then ſurrender Vaſters morgag'd lands, 
Grip. Is done, ſealers 
Ber. My Lord and all this bench be witneſſe to ir, 
Then thus I quit you, widdow, appeare in Court, 
In carneſt,ſce, ſhe liues, that dy d in ſport, 
Wife, Sir, thanke your Drugſter, elſe I had dy d by you. 
An d you for me receiu'd a murderers due. 
Grip. So, I am couſen'd finely, finely... 
Val. My Lord,l — this widdow for cheating me of 
300, pounds. This is one of her old trickes. 
Abb,How's this? 
al, My Lord, my ſelfe and two intruſted friends 
Came hither to pay money on a bond, 
Whiles the receiuer did deterre his comming, 
We gaue this coozening woman, — Hoſtice, 
The whole ſumme to lay vp: and ſtraightly charg d her, 
Not to deliuer't, but to vs all together. 
She ſayes one of vs three demanded it 
Of her in haſte, and ranne away: and thus 
We loſt our money, and the bond lies forfeit. 
Ben, Your Lordſhips leaue. Tis true, ſhe not denies, 
But they ſo charg d her, and ſhe was ſo coozend. 
Therefore ſhe yeelds to paiment. Let hem come 
All three together, they ſhall haue the money. 
Grif. Vpon my faith, a prettie quillet. 
Abb,Wirtie and juft, How ſay you? heere produce 
The other two, your ſatisfactions ready. 
Ben, The widdow's cleard : but rs Valentme-. 
Nay. man, come neerer, you d haue preſent pay. 
Va No, Sit, let it euen goe, Ben. So muſt not you. 
K You 
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You gaue 300, pound to her: tis true. 
Which like a ſubtle Quackſaluer, you robd 
My father of; Sprites, Fairies Val. I ain cob d. 

Grip. It's true, my lord: this is one of the Fairies, luſtice, 
Juſtice. 

Val. Well, if there be no remedie, I hope, 

I ſhall not danee alone vpon the rope. 
My lord, here's the other Fairie. 
Abb. O Sir, haue I found you ? 
Pull off that borrowd habite from his backe. 
O that ſuch foule deeds ſhould be hid in blacke. 
Gripe. My Lord, this Widow's acceſſary too: 
She plotted, ſhe receiu d. Iuſtice,juſtice, 

Ab. But late thy ſong was mercy, now all iuſtice? 
Here's all the goodnes of an Vſurer. 
She ſau d his life, he would now hang her. 

Gripe, She has robb'd me, vndone me. 

Val. Itis moſt true, my lord, ſhe plotted all, 

(rf. (Your villanie, Office, we ſhall now retort, 

You cheated vs, and we will hang you fort. 

Ben, How doe theſe miſchiefes grow, like Hidra's heads, 
faſter by cutting off! Ya#t, Prodigious villaines ! will they 
thus caſt away aninnocent woman ? 

Yet I moſt vile of all, that thus ſtand by, 
And for my fault behold my poore wife dye. 

Bey, My lord, ypou my ſoule this woman's cleare : 
And only malice thus accuſeth hei. 

Ab. Speake, woman, art thou guilty ? 

Wife. My lord, I begge a word with my Confeſſor, 

Then I ſhall anſwere. Sir, a word in priuate. To Vaſter. 
Now Vaſter, ope thy vnbelecuing eyes: 

Lo, thy deuoted wife for thy ſinne dyes. 

Yeeld but this kindneſſe to my lateſt breath, 

Thou hate ſt me liuing, loue me yet in death. 

Farewell My lord, I will not ſay, I'm guilty; 

Do as your euidence and wiſedome leades you, 


Ab, This knot is hard to yndo, aft, My lord, Ile help you, 
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Loe, I am that third Fairy, that pronounce 
This woman cleare, and thoſe two periur'd knaues, 
We three ate guilty : let your ſentence come. 
I haue deſeru d, will not deſpaire my doome. 
Wife. My lord, he ſayes not true: hee ; innocent: I guilty. 
Ab. Speake on your ſoules, which of theſe tongues ſpeak 
truth, 
Vl, Curf. My lord, the woman's cleare, 
Ab. Pernicious Villaines, hopeleſſe to be good: 
That thus haue ſtroue to ſpill the guiltleſſe bloud. 
Widow, y ate quitted. Sir, waite you your doome, 
Vaft, With patience. Beniamin Gripe, I here accuſe you for 
murdering Richard Vaſter. Ab. How ? 
Va#t, My lord, I found that Yafter dying, bury'd him, 
Saw him teceiuing death by this mans — 
Theftꝭs a great fin, but murder moſt abhort d. 
Ab. Speake; is this poſsible? 
Ben. We met in ſingle combate in the field: 
It ſeemes his life ynto my ſword did yeeld. 
Ann, Ay me, my father ſlaine? Rob. And by his friend ? 
Fate, whither will thy ptoiects tend 
Ann. My husbands hand my fathers life vndoes : 
For this fact he muſt dye: thus both Iloſe. 
Ben, Forgiue me all, by me you all haue loſt, 
The wife a Husband, children a deare Parent : 
Thus I returne you all ſome recompence, 
Vun thou ſhalt loſe a husband. An. Heauens defend, 
Ken, Mother, you loſe a ſon, brother a friend. 
Wife, Can nature ſo degenerate, that a man 
ſhould liue, ſtand by, and ſee another ſuffer for murdering 
hun ? 
Vaſt. Once againe off diſguiſe, 
My lord, thns Ipreuent this ear diſaſter 
My ſecond caſe pull'd off, I am plaine Hater. 
Koh. My father ? Wife, My deare husband. 
Vt. Moſt, moſt deare friend, 
My loue to you doth beyond bounds extend. 
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My Lord, firſt to this honourable Bench, 
There preſent the Kangs moſt gracious pardon 
For vs three here: heauen no leſſe pardon vs. 
Now to my wife: ſee wench, I am new borne; 
Renc'd from the plague of a ſuſpected hotue. 
. Blacke Iaundeys of the minde, thou fained ſpirit, . 

I Vat, hæunts mens quiet thoughts with troubling ſhades, 
Pernicious Ielouſie, that like needleſſe Phyſicke 
Diuerteſt health to voluntary ſickneſſe, 

I bruſh thee off like duſt See, I am now 
New marry d to my loue and tomy life. 
Neuer could man boaſt a more conſtant wiſe. 
Deare Beniamin, now Sonne, what I haue left 
Of all my ſhipwrack'd fortbnes, ſhall be thine, 
Ben. Re ſume your former ſtate, my father yeelds it. 
Vaſt .Thankes to your honeſtie, not his; yet thus, 
Some meanes of ſatisfaction I haue found; 
Ile pay him backe his loſt three hundred pounde 
The fairie money, which was iuſt the price 
Of my redeemed lands, 
Ven. Now maſter Bromley, 
That vniuerſall mercie to our guilt, 
May be aftoorded, and no blood be ſpilt: 
Surrender vp your leaſe for the three lives 
To Sagers wife and children, aud Ile quit you. 
Brom, I do moſt freely yeeld it. Sag. Sager liues, 
And hartie thaukes for your farc'd kindneſſe giues. 
Abb. Happy deluſions! in ſuch waics of ill, 
I wiſh men may be thus miſtaken ſtill, 

Nic. Rauens, and Sprites,and Fairies, and Hares and diuels- 
Thus haue I loſt my wench, loſt my money, loſt my watch, 
loſt my wits, I doe here renounce the faith of all Almanackes, 
Phy ſiogmoners, Palauſts, Fottune- tellers. Erra Pater was an 
Aſſe, and fo are Prognoſticatots, bis children, from generation 
to generation, 


Grip, I haue drunke powetfull phyſicke, and OG 
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Ofmy (till now) nere quenched auarice, 
Dries vp like de at the aſcending Sunne. 
Vaſter, take back your lands;and for the money, 
Giue it my ſonne in _ with your daughter, 
Hencefoorth Ile ſtudy to requite the wrongs, 
Which I haue done poore men by vſurie, 
And vomit vp th extortions,that doe lie 
As endigeſted crudities on my conſcience, 
My future life ſhall bee in mercie ſpent, 
Im Gripe no more; that name I doe repent, 

Abb. All Chronicles be fill'd wich this; and let it 
Beas a wonder to all eares imparted, 
England had once an Vſurer conuerted, 
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He Seſſion now diſſolner: 
1 17 To 
We baus ſcap'd faire thus ſarre : yet there remaines 
A ſtranger mdgement to paſſe on our pasmei. 
Too mc h to hope or we muſt not dave, 
We hambly then ſtand at your cenſures barre, 
If the worſt comes that way be, yet I log 
For this grace, tobe ſunea by my books, 
Hut if wrt b your applauſe our merit ſtands : 
- Faith th ne endow Us, and g we pour hands. 


